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TO  THE 

Honourable,  and  my  very  much  efteem’d  Friend, 


Sir  Nicholas  Garrard,  Bar, 

S  I  R, 

?  F  AT  Court  e fie s,  which  are  in  their 
Talue  beyond  gratifying,  grant  the 
deceiver  this  ExcnJ'e  however,  that 
he  may  expeVt  a  Pardon ,  if  his  En* 
i savour  be  anfwerable  to  his  real- 
Will  and  natural  Ability. 

1  am  extreamly  fenjible  of  the  many  Favour s  1 
have  had  from  you,  and  1  am  fen  fib  le  of  the  few 
ways  my  ill  Stars  make  me  capable  of  returning  'em. 
This  little  Flour  iff) ,  Sir ,  is  only  to  introduce  a  com *• 
mon  Truth ,  which  your  Judgment  can  inf  orm  your 
felf  very  well ,  without  my  telling  ;  which  is,  That ' 
a  Poet  has  no  better  way  of  paying  his  Gratitude ? 
than  by  an  Offering  of  the  Fruits  of  his  Brain,  to 
the  generous  Psrfon  he  is  oblig'd  to . 

Sir,  if  I  had  not  known  you  to  be  one  that  has- 
made  it  jome  Part  of  your  Bufrnefs,  as  roe! I  as  Da- 
verfion ,  to  encourage  Things  of  this  Nature ,  / 
Jhould  not  have  troubled  you  with  this ,  but  the  Con° 
v  erf  at  ion  which  for  fome  Tears  I  have  had  the  Ho* 
n  our  to  enjoy  with  you,  has  given  me  this  Boldneji  \ 
affuring  my  felf,  that  as  you  have'  the  fame  good 
Humour  as  formerly ,  fp  you  have  a  Gufto  and  Re  lip) 
to  tafle  with  the  fame  Appetite  now,  as  you  did  at 
other  Times,  when  /  have  been  jo  Happy  to  enter • 
tain  you  with  the  like  fort  of  1  rear . 

A  5  Sir , 


EpiJfle  Dedicator). 

Sir*  the'  Comedy  /  now  prefent  to  you,  is ,  in  the 
Judgment  of  my  mofi  judicious  Friends ,  one  of  the 
hcji  of  mine  *,  and  till  I  fee  more  and  better  Mat- 
ter  and  Humour  in  a  Script  ion  of  this  kind ,  J  foal  l 
not  he  uneafy  when  I  think  on  the  little  poor  Abufes 
and  Di ft  urbane  *s  of  a  Male  contented  Party.,  that, 
like  the  Devil ,  have  for  fome  late  Tears ,  ow'd  me 
dn  dl  Turn,  and  I  have  Reafcn  to  fear  now,  will 
•never  have  done  paying  me, 

>-••7  -  <  ;  at ertainment  of  Songs  and  Dances  in  it,  as  j 
>  'i  ve  '  more  Diverfion  than  is  vfually  Jeen  m 
fo  they  were  perform'd  with  generiil  Ap • 

1  ,  ,  and  J  think  my  Enemies  have  Caufe  to  fay, 

a  ;  '  iter  than  is  ordinary  and  though  this  had 
it'  huonvenience ,  by  lengthning  the  whole  Piece  a 
little  beyond  the  cosnmon  Time  of  Aft  ton,  which  at 
this  Time  oh  he  Tear  1  am  fenfble  is,  a  very  great 
Fault  yet  the  worft  of  Malice  has  granted  me  thi*y 
that  there  appeared  no  Defehr  of  Genius,  whatever 
there  might  of  Judgment . 

‘i  he  Perufal  therefore ,  Sir,  rnojl  humbly  I  com¬ 
mit  to  yours,  and  dedicate  both  my  felf  and  it  to 
you ,  whom  I  know  to  be  a  Man  of  Honour  and  Senfe 
in  which  Attributes  I  think  all  others  are  com -  : 
prehended.  And  fince  1  know  your  Temper  too  well 
to  enlarge  much  upon  Compliment,  or  trouble  you  ] 
‘With  impertinent  Praife,  I  will  only  think  of  you 
as  all  the  fenfible  World  does  that  know  you’  i 
and  make  an  humble  Suit  to  ye  to  accept  this  Trifil 
<os  a  Mark  of  Gratitude  fr  om, 

SIR, 

Yourmoft  oblig’d,  /  ft  $| 
And  rnoft  humble  Servant, 

.  Tt  D’uiuey, 

•  i  "P-V  -  j  f  '  •  "**■  v  -  .  :  V  ^  '•  ^  r  jQ  A.  I  i* 


SONG,  by  way  of  Dialogue,  between 
a  Mad-Man  and  a  Mad-Woman. 

In  A  c  t  II. 


He,  f3  Ehold  the  "Man  that  with  gigantick  Might 
D  DaFes  combat  Heaven  again  ; 

Storm  Jove's  bright  Palace,  put  the  Gods  to  flight. 
Chaos  renew,  and  make  perpetual  Night. 

Come  on  ye  fighting  Fools,  that  petty  Jars  maintain. 
I’ve  all  the  War  of  Europe  in  my  Brain. 

She.  Who’s  he  that  talks  of  War, 

When  charming  Beauty  comes. 

Within  whole  Face  divinely  Fair, 

Eternal  Pleafure  blooms.: 

When  I  appear  the  Martial  God, 

A  conquer’d  Vi&im  lies, 

Obeys  each  Glance,  each  awful  Nod, 

And  fears  the  Lightning  of  my  killing  Eyes,. 

More  than  the  fierceft  Thunder  in  the  Skies, 

He.  Now,  now,  we  mount  up  high. 

The  Suns  bright  God  and  I, 

Charge  on  the  Azure  Downs  of  ample  Sky, 

See,  fee,  how  the  Immortal  Cowards  run  : 

Purfue,  purfue,  drive  o’er  the  burning  Zone  ; 

From  thence  come  rowling  down,  (Main, 

And  fearch  the  Globe  belo\v,  with  all  the  gulpby 
To  find  my  loft,  my  wandring  Senfe  again. 

Second  Movement , 

I. 

She ,  By  this  dis-joynted  Matter 
That  crowds  thy  Pericranion, 

I  nicely  have  found,  that  thy  Brain  is  not  found, 
And  thou  fhalt  be  my  Companion. 

II. 

He.  Come  let  us  plague  the  World  then, 

I  embrace  the  blcft  Occafion  ; 

For  by  Inftinft  I  find,  thou  art  one  of  the  Kind 
That  firft  brought  in  Damnation, 


III,  She* 


in. 

She.  My  Face  has  Heaven  inchanted. 

With  ail  the  Sky-born  Fellows  ;  >r> 

Jove  prefs'd  to  my  Brea  ft,  and  my  Bofom  he  kifs’d, 
Which  made  old  Juno  jealous. 

IV. 

Me*  I  challeng’d  grilly  Pluto , 

But  the  God  of  Fire  did  fhun  me  ; 

Witty  Hemes  I  drub’dsround  the  Pole  with  my  Club,. 
For  breaking  Jokes  upon  me. 

/ 

Chorus  of  both. 


Then  Mad}  very  Mai,  very  Mad ,  Jet  va  he. 

For  Europe  does  noro  with  our  Frenzy  agree. 

And  all  Things  in  Nature  are  Mad  too  as  tve, 

V. 

She .  I  found  Apollo  Tinging, 

The  Tune  my  Rage  increafes  ; 

I  made  him  fo  blind,  with  a  Look  that  was  kind, 
That  he  broke  his  Lyre  to  Pieces. 

VI. 

Fie ,  I  drank  a  Health  to  Verm, 

And  the  Mole. on  tier  white  Shoulder  ; 

Mars  flinch’d  at  the  Glafs,  and  I  threw’t  in  his  Face, 
Was  ever  Hero  bolder  ? 

✓  VII. 

She.  ’Tis  true,  my  dear  Alcides , 

Things  tend  to  Diffolution, 

The  Charms  of  a  Crown,and  the  Crafts  of  the  Gown, 
Have  brought  all  to  Confuhon. 

vin. 

Fie.  The  haughty  French  begun  it, 

The  Englrjh  Wits  purfue  it 

She.  The  German  and  Turk  ftill  go  on  with  the  Work, 
Me.  And  all  in  Time  will  rue  it. 


Chorus. 

Then  Mad,  very  Mad ,  <Scc. 


SHIN-  | 


S  H  I  N  K  E  NV  Song  to  the  Harfi 

In  A  c  t  IV. 


r. 

,F  noble  Race  was  Shinksn,  trum,  tery,  tery ,  ie?y, 
-  (trum,  trum. 

The  Line  of  Own  Tudor,  trum,  trum ,  trum, 

Eut  her  Renown  was  fled  and  gone, 

Since  cruel  Love  pur fu’d  her  :  Trum,  trum,  &c. 

n. 

Fair  Winn/ s  Eyes  bright  fhin’ng,  trum,  Sx. 

And  lilly  Breafts  alluring,  trum,  &c. 

Poor  Shinkinh  Heart,  with  fatal  Dart, 

Hath  wounded  paft  all  curing  :  Trum,  &c. 

III. 

Hur  was  the  prettieft  Fellows,  trum,  trum,  &c. 

At  Bandy  once  and  Cricket,  trum,  &c. 

At  Hunting*Chace,  or  Light-foot  Race, 

Gadsplut^  how  hur  could  prick  it :  Trum ,  &c. 

IV. 

But  now  all  Joys  defying,  trum,  &c. 

All  pale  and  wan  hur  Cheeks  too,  trum,  &c. 

Hur  Heart  fo  akes,  hur  quite  forfakcs 

Hur  Herrings  and  hur  Leeks  too  :  Trum ,  See. 

V. 

No  more  muft  dear  Metheglins,  trum,  Src. 

Be  top’d  at  goot  Montgomery ,  trum,  &c. 

And  if  Love’s  Sore,  fmart  one  Week  more, 

Adieu  Creen  Sheefe  and  Flummery  :  Trum,  &c. 


SONG 


S  0  N  G,  In  the  Laft  Act. 


i. 

ALL  Europe  is  now  in  Confufion, 

Then  Friends,  let’s  think  it  no  Crime, 
(Since  all  Things  do  bode  Diffo'ution) 

To  make  the  be  A"  ufe  of  fhort  Time, 

II. 

Tho*  Nations  do  rife  again#  Nations, 

And  Peace  is  frighted  from  Home; 

The  Planets  remove  from  their  Stations, 

And  feem  to  portend  our  fad  Doom, 

III. 

Strange  Earthquakes  make  War  again.#  Nature, 
And  tl ufa -Circles  us  round; 

There  is  fbmething  more  in  the  Matter 
Than  e’er  yet  phitofophy  found. 

IV. 

Sound  Reafon  no  longer  convinces. 

So  Potent  Difcord  is  grown  ; 

Tor  fume  of  the  Brave  figh?.  for  Princes, 

And  Cfop»ear’d  Prigs  fight  for  none, 

V. 

The  Church  that  fhould  teach  us  true  Morals* 
And  prove  Devotion  great  Gain, 

Foment  in  the  Pulpit  odd  Quarrels, 

And  then  leave  ’em  us  to  maintain. 

VI. 

Then  fill  up  the  Glafs  a  Health  Royal, 

No  Stars  nor  Omens  we’ll  fear  ; 

Succefs  to  the  Fair  and  the  Loyal, 

Tho’  Doomsday  be  never  fo  near. 

vn. 

We’ll  1  mve,  and  we’ll  drink  away  Sorrow, 

This  Hour  we’ll  Deftiny  fway; 

Let  no  Man  take  Care  for  to  Morrow, 

We  aye  fure  we  are  happy  to  Day. 


/ 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Degget ,  with  a  Fool’s 
Cap  with  Bells  on  his  Head. 

TfOols  are  the  Chief  Support  of  Stage  Affairs  • 

•*-  Were  there  noFoclsjhere  then  would  be  no  Flayers . 
From  the  Country  Oaf,  the  Cit ,  the  Man  of  Law , 
The  Courtier ,  and  the  Coffee-houfe  Jackdaw , 

To  tW  Clergyman ,  that  Tice  fo  flowiy  quells , 

All  have  ftrong  Titles  to  the  Cap  with  Bells  : 

And  I  (cuyfe  oritf)  am  fix'd  here  like  a  Glafs , 

For  every  John  a-Nokes  to  fee  his  Face. 

Had  my  kind  Stars  defigned  me  for  a  Shop, 

Made  me  jome  young,  pert,  lucky,  thriving  Fop, 

I  might-  with  Credit  all  the  Town  deceive. 

And  cheat  fo  long,  till  I  could  fine  for  Sheriff 
At  leaf  in  Furrs,  the  City  Livery  wear, 

And  come  to. eat  a  Cufiard  with  the  Mayor. 

Or  had  my  Fate,  but  that's  too  fine  a  Thing , 
Defignd  me  fome  Court  Pofl  to  cheat  the  King, 
Confidence  would  firetch,as  l  had  chang'd  Condition , 
J  Jhould  have  made  a  jf winging  Politician. 

Or  had  I  been  fome  Canting  Babe  of  Grace, 

As  for  the  Pulpit  Pile  a  lovely  Face', 

How  could  J  thump  the  Cujhion  !  With  what  Zeal 
Have  trimtn  d  between  a  Crown  and  Commonweal? 
J  could  have  d  rawn  the  Sifters  in  by  Shoals, 
Srnugled  my  GoJJips ,  foak  d  the  Chr  fining  Bowls, 
CareJ's'd  their  Bodies,  and  refrejh'd  their  Souls ♦ 

in 


I 


PROLOGUE. 

In  every  feveral  Station  and  Affair 
I  had  been  happy  :  But  by  being  a  Player , 

I'm  now  oblig'd  t'  expofe  your  Faults  in  vaitfo 
Uncertain  n  y^Applaufe,  uncertain  too  my  Gain . 
Sometimes  ft  is-true,  you  laugh ,  and  then  Pm fam'd* } 
Butojiner  fome  youngSpark,  whofe  Fite  it  fhamd ,  if 
Cries, Rot  the  mimick  Rogue  jvould  he  were  damn'd,  * 
Difeafes  by  ill  appetites  are  nurs'd , 

The  Phyfick  gripes ,  and  the  Phyfician s  curs'd . 
And  Players ,  like  Bayliffs,  are  efieem'd  by  you. 
Rogues  for  Ar refling ,  tho'  the  Debt  be  due. 

Some  of  this  Hot  brain'd  Tribe ^  Pm  told  to  Day, 
Have  ted  a  Potent  Power  againfl  this  Play  : 

Arm'd  with  ReJ'olve ,  m  fpite  of  Juft  ice,  throng 
Do  florin  the  Aiufe's  Fortrefs  right  or  wrong . 

What  Pity  'tis,  waving  that  mean  Intent , 

That  fo  much  Wit  and  ConduFl  was  not  bent 
Againfl  our  Foes ,  to  farther  the  Defcent . 

Such  Hands, fuch  Hearts,  nay  ,and  fuch  Heads  bcfide, 
Dons  we  had  Conquer'd  France  by  Whitfontide. 
The  Author  therefore,  thus  befieg'd ,  does  fue. 

For  timely  Succour,  to  the  Generous  few 
To  his  old  Friends,  that  always  came  in  Seafon , 
And  never  fail'd  to  laugh  when  they  had  Reafon * 
I'll  promife  fome  Diver fwn  in  my  way ,  I 

I  am  to  aVt  a  Madman  in  the  Play,  > 

A  Part  well  tim'd,  Sirs ,  at  this  Time  of  Day .  3 
All  are  crazjd  now— Beaus,  Warr lours.  Cits,  Pro - 

(jell or  s  : 

The  World's  the  Stage }  and  all  Mankind  are  Alt  or  s. 


The 


r .  Dramatis  "Per Jonas. 

Sir  Charles  Romance,]  A  traveled  old  Knight,  Grave 
and  Sententious,  Guardian  to  the  Heirels  and 
Father-in-Law,  yet  contriving  her  for  his  Son, 
A&ed  by  Mr  Freeman. 

Sir  Quibble  jguere,}  A  foft,  eafy,  half-witted  Knight, 
credulous  to  an  extravagant  Degree,  perpetually 
asking  Queftions  about  the  Play-houfe  and  Town 
’  Intrigues,  tho’  always  banter’d  and  kept  in  Igno¬ 
rance.  By  Mr  Bright. 

Tom  Romance,']  Son  to  Sir  Charles  ;  a  young,  vain, 
fluttering,  lying  Fellow,  always  bragging  of  his 
Miftrefles  Favours,  and  fhewing  their  Prefents, 
perpetually  intriguing,  and  never  coaftant  to  any. 
By  Mr,  Powell. 

Dr.  Guiacum ,'j  An  opinionated  Chymical  Do&or,  a 
great  pretender  to  cure  Lunaticks  and  Claps.  By 
Mr  Sand  ford. 

*  Frederick,]  Half-Brother  to  Sir  Fhubble ;  a  witty, 
young,  Town-Spark,  who  through  the  Vice  and 
Inconftancy  of  his  Humour,  tho*  he  were  con- 
tra&ed  to  Sopkronh,  breaks  off  with  her  upon  3. 
flight  Occufion,  to  purfue  an  intrigue  with  the 
Heirefs,  who  has  much  the  greater  Fortune.  By 
Mr  Williams 

Rice  ap  Shinkin ,3  A  young,  whimfical  Welfb  Fop,  that 
imitates  Tom  Romance  m  Intriguing,  his  Kinfman 
too  and  Companion.  By  - 

Dick  Stockjob,]  An  opinionated  impertinent  Citizen,, 
a  great  Stock-jobber,  and  always  laying  Wagers, 
and  againfr  the  Government.  By  Mr  Underbill, 
Met  four,]  A  rafh,  hot-headed,  quarrel  fom  Fellow, 
Fliend  to  Frederick,  and  intrigu’d  with  Mrs  .Stock, 
job.  By  Kir  Hudfon. 

XJuickv)u,~]  A  witty,  but  poor  Scholar,  that  being 
hired  by  Fredetick  to  fheal  the  Heirefs,  feigns  him- 
Kir  Mad,  and  takes  upon  him  the  Name  of  ihc 
Lord  de  la  Fool.  By  Mr  Dogget. 

B  Cmnhig* 

«4 


Cumington^  Subtle  and  Mifchievous,and  Antagonift 
to  yfuiclwit  in  his  Defign  upon  the  Heirefs.  By- 
Mr  Bowen* 

Chriflopher ,]  Servant  to  Dr.  Cuiacum . 

JSfumps,  1  A  Country  Fellow,  employ’d  as  Servant 
to  my  Lord  de  la  Fool. 

WOMEN. 

Fulvia,]  The  Heirefs,  a  witty,  generous,  and  virtu¬ 
ous  young  Lady,  who  being  privately  in  Love  with 
Frederick,  feigns  herfelf  Lunatick  to  trick  her 
Guardian,  and  avoid  impertinent  Suitors.  A&ed 
by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

Sopbronia,]  A  Female  Plain  dealer,  Pafiionate  and 
High.fpirited,  very  Satyrical  upon  the  Town  Hu¬ 
mours,  and  particularly  fcvere  upon  Frederick^  for 
deferring  her.  By  Mrs.  Barry. 

Mrs.  Stochjob ,  alias  Pcgry~_ j  StocLjob's  Wife,  former¬ 
ly  a  Frenchman  s  Widow  in  Picardy ;  but  coming 
over  as  a  Refugee,  is  married  to  Stockpbb ,  a  trim, 
gay  Coquette,  yet  pretending  to  Religion  and 
Good-breeding.  By  Mrs.  Bowman* 

Madam  Sqaeamijb,J  A  young  fantaftical  Creature  of 
Richmond)  horrioly  afraid  of  being  Lampoon’d, 
and  yet  perpetually  doing  fomething  or  other  to 
deferve  it.  By  Mrs.  Flight* 

Mar m alette,']  An  old  ridiculous  'Waiting- woman  of 
Fulvias,  very  defirous  of  a  Husband,  and  contri¬ 
ving  all  fhe  can  to  get  one.  By  Mrs.  Lee. 

-penadey]  A  Wailing-maid. 

Madmen ,  Clown %  Muficians t  Singers ,  Dancers ,  Conflabl* 
and  V/atch ,  Footmen  and  A  t  tend  ants. 

The  Scene  Richmond-#///. 


THE 


V 


[  i  3 


Richmond  Heires 


Cunning. 


Act  I.  Scene  I.  Richmond*/^//, 

Enter  Cunnington  difguis'd,  meeting  Quid  wi t  drefs'd 
Fantastically  in  pay  Cloutbu 

LE  S  my  Eyes  from  an  Ap¬ 
parition  i  What  art  thou  ?: 
ou  can  If  not  be  Tom. 
• t / 

:ky  As  fure  as  thru 
i  Cunn h igttn  the  ;  r: - 
my  Brother  in  ini¬ 
quity,  and  Fellow-Collegian. 

Cunning*  Tho.u  feem’ft  ipy  Erother-Ccllegian  In¬ 
deed  by  thy  Voice  and  Grimace  j  but  then  a  gen, 
thou  may’ft  be  Brother  to  fome  Prince  by  thy  Ha~ 
b.ir*  Prithee  let  me  look  on  thee  and  wonder  ! 

B  2  Quick* 


2  The  Richmond  Heirefs :  Or, 

Q uich .  Do,  do,  Nedj  wonder  on,  whilft  I  flouch 
my  Hat,  and  praftife  the  Air  of  a  Country  Booby 
of  Quality  to  improve  thy  Admiration. 

Cunning .  Harkee ;  prithee  let  me  ask  thee  a  civil 
Queftion ;  Haft  not  made  fume  Nokes  of  Quality  here 
about  Richmond  drunk,  and  ft  ole  his  deaths,  hah  ? 

'Quick.  No,  ye  Pv.ogue ;  tho’I  am  your  Brot!  er  in 
Wit,  i  am  no  Kin  to  you  in  Mifchief  I  love  to 
give  occafton  for  Men’s  Wonders;  and  there’s  a 
Myftery  in  this  Habit,  Ned,  furpaffes  all  your 
Cunning  to  find  out.  But  come,  to  examine  now 
in  my  Turn:  Prithee,  what  Project:  haft  thou  now  a- 
foot  here  at  Richmond  ?  For  by  this  comical  Dilguife, 
there  mu  ft  bi  fomething  more  than  ordinary. 
What  ftaunch  Fool  haft  thou  to  cully  out' of  his 
Money?  Or,  what  half-Fool  out  of  Meat,  Drink 
and  Lodging,  hah  ? 

Cunning.  Why  to  tell  thee  the  Truth,  I  am  ia« 
trigu’d  here  with  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  who  is  alfo  the 
Son  of  a  Knight,  and  have  (thus  equipp’d  as  I  am) 
been  with  him  to  Night  upon  a  Frolick. 

Quick.  Intrigu’d  was  an  admirable  Word  there; 
for  thy  Bubbles  are  all  us’d  like  common  Whores  ; 
when  thou  haft  had  thy  Pleafure  of ’em,  they  are 
lett  to  Fortune.  Well,  and  this  Compound  makes 
up  one  fuhftantial  Fool,  hah  ? 

Cunning.  Yea,  verily;  Fools,  half  Fool?,  and  fuch 
like,  are  Cunnington  s  real  Eftate  ;  and  fometimes 
IVe  the  Luck  to  have  a  Wit  to  provide  my  Per 
fodaL  I  am  a  true  Terue  Fzliu*.  and  fiourifh  by  the 
Abufe  of  Mankind,  wanting  feldom  or  never  Mat¬ 
ter  to  work  upon:  But  iffome  malignant  Planet 
fhould  reign,  whenever  your  hear  that  lam  out  of 
Fool,  you  may  reafonably  conclude  too  that  I  am 
out  at  Elbows; 

Quick,  A  little  Hardfhip  is  a  good  Whetftone  to 
make  Wit  fh a r p 5  and  we  poor  Fellows,  Nad,  that 
live  by  ’em,  like  Black-birds,  thrive  beft  in  hgrd 
Weather.  For  not  being  born  to  Eftates  for  our 
feives,  Fortune  has  difpofed  ’em  to  others  with 

weaker 
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weaker  Brains  for  us  to  manage.  Now  I  improve 
my  Talent  by  Love,  Complyance,  Infinuation 
I  love  every  Body,  and  every  Body  loves  me :  f 
oblige  all  People  ;  I  mimick  this  or  that  Sot  in  Conv 
pany,  to  humour,  perhaps,  one  that’s  a  worfe  him. 
Telf.  I  flatter  and  fing  to  the  Women  to  get  their 
Tongues  on  my  fide  too:  And  now  and  then, 
when  lam  defired  by  feme  rich  Looby  that’s  worth 
the  managing,  I  can  turn  my  Face  into  a  Changiing 
'Grimace,  and  a&  like  Solon  in  the  Play  ;  when,  as 
I  hope  to  be  far’d,  lam  all  the  while  bant’ring  him, 
and  thinking  him  the  more  comical  Solon  of  the  two, 
as  a  Man  may  fay. 

Cunning  Why  this  is  an  artful  Method,  I  con- 
fefs  \  but,  for  my  Part,  if  I  fhould  pra&ife  it,  \  fjiou id 
ffarve  :  For  to  tell  thee  the  Truth,  I  love  no  Body  ; 
nay,  what’s  worfe,  can  hardly  counterfeit  common 
Courtefy  to  the  World.  The  fLeafon  is,  1  hate  all: 
People  that  I  think  happier  than  my  felf ;  If  that 
Man  has  a  fine  Coach,.  I  wifh  his  Horfes  majr 
founder;  if  this  has  a  pretty  Wife,  I. wifh  him  a 
plaguy  Fit  of  the  Stone,  and  my  felf  a  Bed  with- 
her  :  If-a.  third  has  a  rich  Cargo  in  a  Ship,  or  a 
fourth  a  delicate  Houfe,  I  wifh  one  may  be  funk  to 
the  Bottom,  and  t’other  burnt  to  the  Ground. 

Quick.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ;  an  incomparable  Humour 
’faith. 

Enter  Marmalet,  and  wkifpers  Quickwit,  and  Exit. 

Well,  Ned ,  I  fee  thou  art  now  about  fome  new' 
Project,  and  ’twould  do  thee  an  Injury  to  keep  thee 
longer  from  thy  Vocation,  therefore  I’ll  leave  thee. 

Cunning.  Ah,  Brother,  I  fmell  your  Drift ;  my- 
G'rannum  there  muft  be  Harbinger  to  fome  nota¬ 
ble  Intrigue.  Come  ’faith,  impart,  I’ll  alii  ft  thee 
I’m  good  at  it  thou  know’ft. 

Quick.  Ay;  but  this  is  a  Secret  only  proper  far 
my  Sphere  of  ASiivity  ;  befides  J  have  had  this- 
Advice  formerly.  Keep  Cunnington  from  thy  Secret 
and  thy  Miftxefs,  or  he’ll  certainly  endeavour  to  be> 

B  t  Ira, 
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tray  the  one,  and  debauch  the  other  ;  and  fo  no 
more  wheedling,  good  Brother.  Ha,  ha,  fare  we  1, 
larewel.  • 

Cunnmg.  This  Rogue  has  feme  profitable  Defign 
on  foot,  that’s  moft  certain  ;  and  now  I  think  on’t, 
it  may  be  as  profitable  to  me  to  over-reach  him  in 
it..  ’Gad,  I’m  a  ft  range  odd  fort  of  a  Fellow;  I 
do  not  only  envy  a  Man  that’s  richer  than  I  am, 
but  that’s  wittier  too ;  and  would  by  my  Good-will 
engrofs  all  the  Money  in  the  World,  and  all  the 
Senfe  too.  Now  is  my  Head  as  full  of  mifehievous 
Contrivance,  as  a  young  Thief  that  is  juft  going  to 
do  his  Probation  Exploit;  and  from  my  Brain  I 
have  prefent  Information,  That  the  Old  Woman 
that  was  here  juft  now,  is  wove  in  jguickmt' s  De- 
•  fign  :  I’ll  after,  and  dog  her;  thefe  old  Runts  are* 
as  leaky  as  Sieves :  And  if  I  can,  by  fpeaking  French 
Gibberifh,  pretending  to  be  a  Get  man  Aftrologer,  j 
get  to  tell  her  her  Fortune,  all  the  reft  of  her  Se¬ 
crets  fhall  quxkly  be  laid  open.  Hump,  this  may 
turn  to  good  Advantage  of  my  fide  too,  and  be  more 
valu’d,  as  flowing  from  the  Fountain  of  my  own 
Wit  :  I  hate  the  poor  $atisfa£fion  of  being  oblig’d 
to  Fortune  for  a  Benefit. 


That  ft  ill  appears  to  me  the  fmeeteft  Gain , 

That  Springs  from  the  rich  Soil  of  my  ervn  Brain. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Frederick  rohh  Quickwit. 

Fred  My  noble  Lord  de  la  Foci,  your  Lord  (hi  p’s 

moft  Obedient - Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Why  ’faith,  Tom , 

I  think  we  have  equipp’d  thee  with  as  decent  a  Garb 
as  any  whimfical  Peer  of  ’em  all  need  to  wear. 
Prithee  cock  thy  Hat,  and  ftrut  a  little  more. 

jguick.  Oh,  Pox,  I  can  do  that  well  enough  :  But 
low  to  afl  the  Madman  right-,  and  bubble  £he  Do- 
Oor,  there  will  be  the  difficulty. 

Fredt  Ob,  prithee.  Affront  not  thy  own  Abilities  : 
Thou  wert  a  rare  Mimicker  at  the  Univerficy,  I 
-  remember,  and  I’m  fure  can’ll  not  lofe  thy  Talent 

’  •  “  --  •  fo 
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jfo  foon  :  Befides,  this  is  a  Do&or  for  thePurpofe; 
iPofitive,  Ignorant,  and  eafy  to  be  impos’d  on  ;  one 
that  having  a  long  Worm  in  his  own  Pate,  folidly 
believes  he  can  cure  it  in  other  Men’s.  He  was 
firfi:  Apothecary  of  a  Phyfick  Garden ;  but  hap’ning 
to  cure  the  Son  of  a  great  Statefman  that  had 
crack’d  his  Brains  with  ftudying  to  out-do  his  Fa¬ 
ther,  in  out-witting  the  French  Councils,  got  him- 
jfelf  into  Money  and  Reputation,  and  is  now,  for. 
[both,  Prefident  of  the  Infanery. 

Quick.  And  are  you  Pure  the  young  Lady  will  help 
1  me  out  at  a  Pinch,  and  that  (he  only  counterfeits 
herfelf  Mad  for  your  fake  ? 

.  I  Fred .  Moft  certainly.  I  have  told  thee  nothing 
out  Truth,  upon  my  Honour.  Oh,  fhe’s  the  Sou)3 
:he  Miracle  of  her  Sex  : 


Toungj  yet  difcreet,  without  lll-naturc  witty, 

Fjch  without  Pride,  and  without  Art  is  pretty. 

Befides,  I  have  often,  as  a  Lefton,  told  thee,  That 
Sir  Charles,  her  Father-in-Law  and  Guardian,  being 
always  an  inveterate  Enemy  to  our  Family,  and 
ilefigning  her  for  his  own  Son,  has  forc’d  me  to 
:his  Artifice  of  thy  A'ffi  fiance  ;  and  that  fweet  Angel 
!:o  fruftrate  all  other  Pretenftons,  to  a£t  a  witty 
i>cene  of  Lunacy. 

Quick.  Your  Brother  Sir  Quibble  Quere ,  you  tell 
me,  is  to  be  bubbled  too;  fo  that  I  find  I’m  to  di¬ 
vide  my  Brains  into  three  feveral  Projects:  Firfi:, 
io  difappoint  the  Guardian;  Secondly,  to  banter 
the  Doctor:  And,  thirdly,  to  make  a  meer  Afs  of 
four  Brother,  to  pay  a  friendly  Tribute  to  your 
Wit.  As  I  take  it,  Sir,  this  is  my  Charge. 

Fred .  Thou  haft  hit  it,  dear  Tom\  ’cis  fo.  He’s 
aut  my  haft-Brother  thou  know’ft,  and  can  claim 
jut  little  Obligation  upon  the  Score  of -Affinity* 
Befides,  he’s  a  Block-head,  and  I  have  only  lodg’d 
him  into  this  Bufnefs  to  itand  Buff  with  his  Purfe 
j  apon  occafon,  and  pay  the  Expence  of  it.  My 
Mother  did  me  manifeft  Wrong  by  -crofting  the  Strain. 

Her 
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tr  Her  la  ft  Husband,  old  Sir  Quibble  Quere ,  was,  for 

Hi'  above  thirty  Years  together/  an  o  d  Court-Fol- 

ta)  lower  ;  but  of  fo  harmlefs  a  Character,  that  tho* 

he  never  better’d  himfelf,  he  hinder’d  no  one  elfe, 

on  being  always  like  a  Turn-ftile,  ftanding  in  every 

it  Body’s  way,  and  hindering  no  Body.  He  was  a)lo 

it.  called  here,  TbeTeizer  of  Richmond,  and  would  ask 

dc  you  more  foolifh  Queftions  in  a  quarter  of  an  Hour, 

bi  than  a  hundred  wife  Men  could  anfwer  in  a  Year  : 

en  And  this  Brother  of  mine  is  his  own,  by  this  Light. 

5e  See,  yonder  he  comes.  I  have  told  him  I’ve  em- 

C(  ploy’d  thee,  and  prepar’d  him  aptly  for  the  Bufi- 

do  nefs— - Now  if  thou  can’ll  but  anfwer  filly  Que- 

ha  ftions  briskly,  thou  win’ll  him  for  ever. 

* 

Enter  Sir  Quibble. 

as  Sir  Quib.  Brother,  good  Morrow  t’ye, 

Gi  Fred.  Oh,  Brother,  your  humble  Servant,  y’are 
gei  well  met,  we  have  been  contriving  here  for  ye  ; 
ere  this  is  the  honell  Gentleman  I  told  ye  of. 
tin  Sir  Quib.  Is  this  Mr  Quzckwit,  Brother,  that  I  faw 
val  when  I  was  at  London,  he  that  mimick’d  the  Mad. 
Wi  man  fo  comically  ? 

to  Fred.  This  is  that  very  ingenious  Perfon,  Bro¬ 
ther.  [Salute  here. 

Sir  Quib  Oh  dear  !  Well,  Til  fay’t,  he  did  it  pure¬ 
ly.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

Quick.  Sir,  I  am  yours  extreamly. 

Sir  Quib  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  have  drefs’d  him  to  a 
T,  I  fee,  Brother, 
im  Fred.  As  the  noble  Family  of  the  De  la  Fools 
I  t  ©light.  Brother. 

as  Sir  Quib .  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  And  pray.  Sir,  when  did  ;c: 
Pr  you  come  to  Town  ?  Who  was  your  Bedfellow  lall 
.  Night  ?  Which  is  your  Inn  i  And  what  have  you 
fco'  for  Dinner  to  Day,  Sir  ? 

£lo  Fred.  Four  as  pretty  pertinent  QuelLon-  as  a^  Man 
J  could  wifh  to  anfwer. 

Th  Quick.  Why,  Sir,  I  came  to  Town  yeflerday,  halff 
ren  an  Hour,  half  a  Quarter,  and  feveu  Seconds  pa  ft  lb 

Five 
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Five  in  the  Afternoon  :  I  lodge  at  Boddycotts,  at  the 
Red  Lyon  :  I  have  a  good  Rump  of  Beef  arid  Car¬ 
rots  for  my  Dinner:  I  lay  with  one  Nick  Fieryface , 
an  heneft  Attorney  of  Staple-] nn,  and  had  like  to 
have  lain  with  a  pretty  Bhck-ey’d  Cook- maid,  be¬ 
longing  to  the  Houfe  :  And  there's  an  Anfwer  o- 
verplus  for  cnee  to  oblige  ye,  Sir. 

Sir  Quib.  Why  merry  be  thy  Heart,  thou’rt  a  pure 
Fellow,  Fll  fay’t.  And  prithee  who  haft  left  behind 
thee  in  London  now  ? 

Fred.  There’s  another  very  pretty  Queftion. 

Quick.  Why  faith,  about  three  or  four  Millions,  I 
believe,  Sir;  I  could  not  well  fpare  Time  enough 
to  take  all  their  Particulars. 

Sir  Quib.  And  prithee  how  does  the  Play-Houfe? 
How  does  M r.  Be tterion,  and  my  old  Friend,  Mr. 
Nokes  ?  Prithee,  when  did  he  play  Sir  Martin  laft, 
hah?  Does  Mr :Sand for d  aff  the  Villain  ftift,  pri¬ 
thee  r  And  jolly  Cave  Underbill,  in  Epfom  "Wells  ? 
■How  does  my  Comical  Juftice  do,  hah  ? 

Quick.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  you’re  too  faft  upon  me ; 
be  pleafed  to  coupLe  your  Queftions,  and  I’m  at  ycur 
Service  ;  but  for  fo  many  of  ’em  together,  ’Gad  I 
ha’n’t  half  Memory  enough.  Sir. 

Fred,  ’Dslife,  thou  fPgg’ft  already  5  hold  out 
[briskly,  Man.  >  [Jfide, 

Quick,  Damn  him,  I  begin  to  be  in  a  §*eat. 

[. Afide  to  Fred. 

Sir  Quib,  And  how  does  Mrs  Barry  aft  now,  hah  ? 

Quick .  Oh  to  a  Miracle,  Sir-- —  There  he  was 
pretty  reafonahle.  f  Afide. 

Sir  Quib.  She  plays  the  Qaeen  in  the  Spanish  Fryar 
letter 'than  any  Woman  in  England  :  I’ll  lay’r,  I 
lad  rather  fee  her  wag  after  the  Fidlers  in  the 
!'Droceffion  there,  than  fee  another  Coronation,  Ad’s- 
diggers.  And  Mr  Powell,  what’s  he  doing,  prithee, 
lah  ? 

Quick.  Hah;  the  Devil  hah  ye -  ’S'death,  here 

Ivill  be  no  end  of  this  doing  :  Why  how  the  Devil 
ihould  I  know,  unlefs  I  cou’d  conjure. 

Sir  Quib , 
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Sir  Quib.  I  mean,  what  new  Part  is  he  Undying? 
Ad’snigs,  that  Powers  a  very  pretty  Fellow.  Where 
lies  the  Scene  l  wonder  ?  W  hat’s  the  Humour  on’t  ? 
And  how  does  he  contrive? 

jguick.  Hey  day.  Where  ?  What  ?  and  How  ?  Nay 
Faith  Sir,  if  you  don’t  ftand  to  your  Article  of  cou¬ 
pling  your  Queftions,  I  can  be  rio  longer  yeur  In¬ 
terpreter  ;  and  fo  ycur  Servant.  Oh—  \_F.ms  himfelf . 

Fred,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  there’s  one  Bowen  too,  a 
notable  Joker,  hah  ? 

Sir  Quib,  Prithee  excufe  me  now,  9cis  To  long  fince 
I  was  in  Town,  that  I  even  long  to  hear  of  a  1]  the 
new  Tkings. 

Quick,  Not  all  at  a  Time,  1  befeech  ye,  Sir;  the 
reft  will  be  a  new  Diverfion  for  you  to  Morrow. 

Sir  Quib.  No,  faith,  I  muft  have  'em  now.  And 
Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  prithee  where  is  fhe  now  ? 

Fred.  Ay,  ay,  Mrs •  Bracegirdle  :  Come,  Tom,  your 
Anfwer  quickly. 

Quick »  So,  he  has  fet  me  a  Conjuring  agen; 

Sir  Quib ,  Well,  I’il  fay’t,  ffce  adds  Statira  curi- 
ouflv. 

From  every  Pore  of  him  a  Perfume  falls , 

He  kiffes  fojter  than  a  Southern  Wind  : 

Curies  like  a  Vine  \  and  touches  like  a  God. 

[Speaks  this  afFe&edly. 
"When  I  was  laft  at  the  Play,  and  fhe  was  faying 
of  this,  my  Mouth,  ['ll  fay’t,  went  to-and-agen,  to- 
and-agen,  as  faft  as  hers,  and  repeated  it  after  her 
fo  loud,  that  all  the  People  in  the  Pit  thought  I 
was  bewitch  d. 

Quick.  Ay,  and  the  Devil  take  me  if  I  don't  think 
thee  bewitch’d  now. 

Sir  Quib.  Then  there’s  Mr  Doggetr  that  afred 
Salon  fo  purely.  O  Lord,  what’s  become  of  him, 
prithee  ? 

And  then,  I’ll  fay’t,  there’s  Mr  Bowman^  and  Mr 
Bright,  and  Mr  Hudlon .  and  Mr  Hains  ;  and  cho’  laft, 
not  lea  ft  in  Love,  the  only  remaining  Branch  of  the 
old  Stock,  honeft  Mr  Kjnafion, 
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So  Men  in  Thunder  quit  the  open  Air, 

Bee  a  u[e  the  angry  Gods  are  then  Abroad . 

Oh,  he  has  a  rare  way  with  him.  I’ll  fay’t,  and  a 
Number  befides  thefe,  that  I  have  forgot;  Prithee, 
How,  and  Which,  and  What,  and  Where,  and  Why, 
and  When, - 

Quick.  Whiew  !  Nay  then  your  Servant  i’farb. 

Fied.  S’death,  come  away  immediately  ;  here’s  Sir 
Charles  and  the  Do&or  coming  down  the  KiU ;  away 
Tom ,  I  have  fome  more  Inftruftion*  to  give  you  yet. 

j Quick.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  I  (hall  be  Blunder- 

bulb  *d  with  Wheres  and  Whats,  and  Whensetfe - 

A  Plague  of  his  Epileptick  Vifage,  he’s  gaping  for 
another  Quere  L  fee.  [ Exeunt  Fred,  and  Quick* 

Sir  Quib.  Pox  take  him,  l  had  above. Twenty 
Queftions  more  ready;  but  efpeciaily -about  Hains, 
and  his  Fortune-telling  ;  Gad  I  will  know  fmtthing 
about  that,  I’m  refolv’d,  for  that's  a  material 
Point.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  Guiacum.  and  Chriftopher. 

Sir  Char.  Therefore,  as  I  was  faying,  Doctor,  look 
well  to  your  Pati  -nt;  (be  is  not  only  my  Daughter- 
in-Law  and  Ward,  but  the  darling  Jewel  of  my 
L  Life,  the  Treafury  of  my  Son’s  Hopes  too,  an  Heirei's 
;  worth  Fifty  Thoufand  Pounds,  who,  had  not  this 
;  delirious  Accident  happen’d,  fhould  have  been,  this 
i  Hour  happy  in  his  Embraces  by  Marriage, 

Guiac .  Fear  not.  Sir,  my  Care  and  Medicines  will 
I.  work  the  dc fired  Effect. 

Sir  Char.  Madnefs,  Do&or,  is  but  a  more  extra- 
j  vagant  fort  of  Wit,  caufed  by  the  exceflive  Heat 
I  in  the  Brain  :  I  ftudy’d  the  very  Point  many  Years 
[  ago,  in  the  College  at  Barcelona  ;  ’tis  but  the  Skill 
I  of  cooling  the  Part,  and  the  Patient  prefently  re- 
I  covers. 

Guiac.  Av,  but,  Sir,  this  is  a  new  Cafe,  and  I  muff 
I  do  it  Specifically  ;  for  (he  is  verv  obftinate,  and  will 
I  take  no  Medicines;  nor  do  I  refolve  to  make  her 
I  Blood  ferment,  by  putting. h^r  into  a  Rage  about  it, 
i  (he 
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fhe  has  Fire  enough  already;  for  about  the  Age  of 
Eighteen  the  Heat  predominates  extrearnly  in.  her 
Sex  ;  and  then,  if  ever  they  are  infefted,  they  be¬ 
come  ftrongly  Delirious. 

Sir  char.  Your  Reafcn,  Do&or  ? 

Guiac .  Why,  Sir,  at  that  Age  the  warm  Quality 
of  their  Blood,  fermented  by  the  Force  and  Vigour 
of  the  Animal  Spirits,  naturally  make  ’em  half; 
Mad  :  To  remedy  which  there  are  but  two  Ways, 
which  are  either  to  get  them  Husbands  juft  in  the; 
Nick,  or  for  want  of  fuch  Provifion,  to  fend  *emi 
to  me. 


Sir  Ch.ir,  Why,  God.a-mercy  Do&or.  This  old ’j 
Fellow  is  too  Lepid  to  be  a  Whoremafter  fu-e:ij 


If  this  hoary  Elder  fhou!d  be  a  Rogue  now,  and: 


Daugh- 


make  ufe  of  a  natural  Recipe  to  cure  my 
ter’s  Madnefs,  my  Son  and.  I  were  finely  ferv'd. 

Guiuc.  Farewel,  Sir;  i’ll  make  as  quick  a  Cure 
of  your  Daughter  as  I  can,  becaufe  I  very  fud. 
denly  expe&  a  noble  Lord  under  my  Culiody, 
Adieu. 

Sir  Char.  This  jealous  Humour  of  mine  is  a  great 
Fault  :  Here’s  a  poor  old  Fellow,  that  is  fo  much 
a  Cripple,  he  can  fcarce  drag  his  Legs  after  him, 


and  yet  l  muft  fufpeft  him  for  a  Whoremafter.] 


Well,  I  muft  go  after  and  humour  him,  leaft  when] 
he  has  cur’d  my  Daughter,  hefhould,  in  Revenge 
introduce  newSuitors  to  her,  and  fo  bafile  my  Son’: 
Deiigns ;  who,  I  think,  I  fee  coming  down  the  Hi! 
yonder,* —  Ay,  *&s  he,  and  two  mere  with  him 
they  feem  in  hot  Oifpute  ;  I’ll  flay  a  little  while! 
longer  to  obferve.  [Stands  a  fide 

.  Enter  Tom  Romance,  Hotfpur,  Rice  ap  Shinken, 

and  Roy. 
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T.  Ron  But  prithee,  a  Pox  on  thee  Will,  what 
Devil  ails  thee,  that  thou  art  fo  averfe  to  my  wa\j 
of  Intriguing,  when  I  tell  thee,  Women/,  dear  Wo 
men,  are  the  only  Comforts  of  my  Life  5  I  can  nef 
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ther  Eat;  Drink,  nor  Sleep  well  without  ’em  ;  Amp; 
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my  Welch  Coufin  Rice  ap  Skjnken  here  is  of  my  own 
Humour  to  a  Hair  ;  he  chuckles  at  a  white  Petti¬ 
coat  like  a  Turkey-cock  at  a  red  One  5  he*s  the  very 
Devil  at  a  Wench  ;  Cat  after  kind ,  as  the  Proverb 
has  it?  the  Britains  were  all  Whoremafters  from 
the  Beginning. 

Rice,  The  Shinkcns  was  pea  re  as  crete  Lovers  to 
the  pretty  Omans,  that  is  fery  true;  the  plack 
Eyes,  with  the  plack  Eye-brows,  was  goot ;  and 
when  hur  fees  the  red  Lip,  the  white  Skin,  and 
the  foft  Pubby,  then  Shinl^n’s  Heat  was  peat,  peat, 
peat,  like  a  Drum,  by  Cadwallader. 

Hofp,  Peat,  peat,  peat!  What  a  Plague,  can 
any  one  above  the  Degree  of  a  Kitchin,  love  a  Fel- 
lo  w  that  makes  Fritters  of  Englifh,  as  Falfjaff'e  fays? 
A  Welch  Beau,  with  a  Head  as  Barren  as  the  Moun¬ 
tains  in  his  own  Country.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  1*11  ne’er 
believe  it.  Pm  refolv’d  to  abufe  thefe  Puppies  for 
dear  Frederick's  fake,  whom  I  know  they  hate.  [Afide. 

Rice  The  Muntains  in  hur  Country  was  fery 
goot  Muntains,  and  breed  fery  goot  Sheep  and 
Coats,  look  you  ;  and  i  $  Williams  is*  holericks,  that’s 
not  much,  hur  will  laugh  and  be  m*rry,  look  you, 
if  Williams  is  Cholorick,  he,  he,  he  ha 

T.  firm.  Ay,  ay,  Will,  you  muft  not  chink  to  beat 
us  out  of  Conceit  with  our  fclves  for  Drolling: 
’Gad  I  know  a  Lord’s  Wife  near  St.  James's  thac’s 
ready  to  dye  for  me  ;  (he  fays,  of  all  charming 
:  Things  in  the  Univerfe,  fire  admires  my  Note. 

Hotfp  Ridiculous  \  I’ll  ne’er  believe  fuch  a  Satyr 
upon  the  Sex.  Why  there’s  not  a  Negro  in  Town 
but  can  fit  her  with  a  better. 

Sir  Char.  Oh,  [know  him  now;  this  is  Hotfpur , 
one  of  Frederick's  Friends,  and  the  Enemy  of  our 
|  Family.  LJjife 

Rice,  There  is  like  wife,  look  you  Williams,  the 
young,  'fweet,  Alarming, -pretty  Daughter  to  a  crete 
Shudge  yonder,  that  is  in  Love  with  Shi-ilen  for  hur 
Leg;  here  is  the  Symetry,  here  is  the  Shape,  heic 
h  the  Calf,  look,  and  here  is  the  Small,  fery  goot. 

-  C  -ffe#. 
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Hotfp .  Leg!  ’Oons,  I  have  fcen  a  handforaer  up¬ 
on  a  Gate  for  High-Treafon,  after  it  has  ftuck 
parching  in  the  Sun  above  a  Twelvemonth. 

Sir  Char .  Why  does  not  that  Welch  Runt  give  him 
three  or  four  Ricks  now  with  that  ceg  the  Lady  is 
fo  in  Love  with  ?  Sure  this  will  come  to  fomething 
anon ;  now  I  fhall  fee  what  Mettle  the  Boy  has. 

C  Afide. 

Rice,  Now  Williams  is  Choloricks  agen,  ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha.  Harky’e,  do  you  know  me,  Williams? 

Hotfp.  Know  thee?  Oh  yes  thou  art  his  Ape, 
both  Things  fo  Contemptible  with  the  Women, 
that- - 

Rice.  Look  you,  Williams >  if  Apes  be  Signals  of 
Affronts  and  Difparagements,  ’Splut  hur  fhall  not 
find  Shin  ken  fo  tame. 

T.  Rom.  Phoo,  prithee  don’t  mind  what  he  fays, 
Coufm  -RL*:  Come  here’s  that  (hall  undeceive  him 

prefently - Look  Will  to  prove  to  thee  what  a 

favourite  I  am  wit  that  dear,  dear  Sex,  I  will 
(hew  thee  fome  Favour,  from  ’em  ;  for.  to  fay  the 
Truth,  l  never  took  any  z  ue  pleafure  in  an  In¬ 
trigue  with  a  Women,  if  I  nad  not  the  Satisfaction 
of  expofing  her  to  my  Friend.  * 

Hotfp  Wei)  laid,  t  fully  Knight,  the  Woman  has 
blefs’d  herfelf  with  a  tiue  Friend  of  thee  in  the 
mean  time. 

T.  Rom.  Why,  I  enjoyn  ’em  to  Secrefy,  Man,  fo 
that  fhe’s  fecure  enough  in  onfcience,  as  I  will 
thee  now  ;  therefore  be  fure  you  don’t  tell  any  Body, 
d’ye  hear. 

Hotfp.  ’Faith,  but  I  will  Sir,  if  you  tell  me  any 
Thing. 

Sir  Char.  ’Sdeath,  not  draw  yet !  What  a  Plague 
do’s  he  mean  ?  [ Afide • 

T  Rom.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  that’s  all  one.  I’ll  truft 
thee  for  all,  ’Faith  ;  why,  Tve  a  thoufand  Things 
to  divert  thee  with,  Man;  and  ’Gad  take  me, 
have  the  greateft  Pleafure  in  the  World  in 
telling ’em  ;  Firft  then  here’s  a  Billet  Deny:  from 

my 
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my  Lord  Awtemp’s  Daughter,  a  great  Man  at  Court 
and  a  Twinging  Politician,  who,  having  more  Buli- 
nefs  in  his  Head  than  to  mind  his  Daughteis,  gave 
me  an  Opportunity  at  the  Mufick  Meeting  at  Lon¬ 
don,  to  make  an  Intrigue;  and  the  Creature  is  now. 
grown  To  fond,  that  my  Father  was  tain  todefign  a 
Wife  for  me  here  at  Richmond,  to  divert  me,  l'i<ou 
fhalt  hear  what  the  writes  :  Sweet,  fweet,  fweet 
Tom  me,  can  ft  thou  find  in  thy  Heart  to  he  fo  lone  away 
from  thy  dear,  deare.  deare  Betty  ?  Ah  Twe^-t  Crea¬ 
ture  ! - ’Gad,  I  believe  I  Thai]  wear  the  Paper  to 

a  Cobweb  with  killing  it.  [Reads  the  Letter. 

Hotfp,  ’Sdeath,  can  there  be  fo  iimple  a  Creature 
in  Nature  ? 

T.  Rom.  Prithee  mind  me.  7  Jwear  1  never  go  to 
Bed  but  }  dream  of  thee,  not  ever  rife  without  crying  . 
My  dear,  fweat,  heavenly  Tomme  is  always  in  my 
Thoughts  ;  and  if  his  poor  Betty  were  half  fo  much  lit 
his,  I’m  fare  he  would  come  this  Night  thro ’  the  Boards 
of  the  little  Houfe  in  the  Garden  to  fee  her,  evs  he 
us’d  to  do.  That  was  our  way  of  meeting,  you  mult 
know  ;  and,  ’Gad,  l  have  been  plaguely  incomir.o^ 
ded  fometimes  to  get  cleanlily  to  her.  But  did’it 
ever  hear  any  Thing  To  foft  and  tender  ?  hah  ! 

Hotfp.  Never  any  Thing  fo  filly  before,  the  Devil 
take  me. 

Sir  Char.  Again  an  Affront!  Now  where’s  the 
fir  ft  Pafs,  now  Tom  ?  [A fide, 

Rfce,  There  is  a  crete  deale  of  Doubts,  and  Jea- 
Ioufies,  and  Pribbles,  and  Prabbles,  which  Ihew 
Loves  and  Afte&ions,  look  you. 

T.  Rgm,  Then,  in  the  fecond  Place,  here  is  a 
Garter  of  Sir  Thomas  IVittalP s  Lady,  here  at  Iferv, 
taken  from  above  her  Knee  with  my  own  Hand, 
I’ll  Twear,  A  Locket  from  pretty  Peggy,  Daughter 
to  one  guzclfilver ,  a  Goldfmith,  at  the  Cawdle-Ctip 
in  Lombardfireet.  A  Picture  from  dear  fenny  Flip¬ 
pant ,  a  rich  Widow’s  Niece  in  the  Old  Pall. Mall. 
A  Roman  Glove  from  lweet  Lady  Sufanna  Simple  in 
St.  fames’ s  Square.  And  more,  to  fhew  that  1  deal 
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with  all  degrees  of  Females,  come  hither,  Sirrah> 
there’s  a  Piece  of  delicate  Point,  from  Moll  a  Semp- 
ftrefs  in  the  New* Exchange,  to  make  me  a  Cravat  ; 
and. a  Head  of  curious  bright  Hair,  from  my  Lady 
Freckle* s  Chamber-Maid,  to  make  me  a  Peruke. 

Sir  Cha,  This  is  fo  like  thefe  young  Rogues,  to 
brag  of  their  Miftreffes  Favours.  [Mule, 

Hctfp,  Red  and  rank  as  a  Fox  by  Jove*  Pox  on 
thee,  Bright  doft  call  it  ? 

Rice,  And  to  (hew  ye  that  the  Prittains  are  ad¬ 
mir’d  too,  look  you  here  was  delicate  creen  Leeks, 
Lent  by  young  Widows  of  hur  Coufm  Tomw  ap  Evan , 
ap  Rice ,  ap  Shoves,  ap  Davy,  ap  Shinkens ,  as  a  Token 
of  her  Love,  and  to  wear  in  hur  Cap  upon  St  Davy* s 
Day.  [Pulls  out  a  great  Leak, 

Hotfp.  ’Sdegth,  ye  Brace  of  Buffoons,  what  d’ye 
teize  me  with  all  this  Stuff  for  ? 

Sir  Char.  How,  Buffoon,  ’sDeath,  and  ne’er  a 
Hole  in  his  Guts  yet  f  Oh,  cowardly  Villain  ! 

T,  ppm.  Stay,  (tay,  I  have  two  Things  more  in 
my  Fob  here,  better  than  all ;  Fi;  ft,  here’s  a  Bracelet 
of  witty  Sopbronia's  ;  and,  above  all,  a  Seal  with  a 
wounded  Heart  engrav’d  upon  Coral,  of  my  dear,, 
dear  Fulvia's . 

Hotfp.  Nay,  then  I’ll  no  longer  have  Patience, 
therefore  draw,  for  ye  Lye. 

Sir  Char.  The  Lye  ;  fo/Gad  l5il  whip  him  through 
the  M  idriff  my  felf,  if  he  takes  that.  [ 'Aficb, 

Hotfp.  For  fir  ft,  Sophronia  is  a  Woman  of  too 
much  Senfe  to  give  a  Bracelet  to  fuch  an  Infeff :  And 
fecondly,  Fulvia  is  my  Friend’s  \li  ft  refs,  and  has  no 
Heart  but  for  him.  Come  on,  Pox,  come  beth  of  ye. 

Rice,  Stand  to  hur  Coufin  ;  ’Splat,  hur  will  (hew 
hur  a  Welch  Thruft.  [T.  Rom,  loyters  back , 

T.  Ppm,  The  Truth  is,  that  laft  was  a  Lye;  but 
fince  the  Welchmans  Blood’s  up,  I’m  refoh’cf  to  vin¬ 
dicate  it.  Come,  Sir. 

Sir  Char,  Hold,  hold  Tom ,  and  Coufin  come  you 
back  ;  tho*  his  Infolence  deferves  Chaftifement,  he 
fhall  not  have  it  to  the  Difhonour  of  our  Family  ; 

nj 
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I'D- take  it  upon  my  felf.  Come  on  Sir,  you  that 
were  fo  hot.  [ Offers  to  fight . 

Hotfp.  Ay,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Rice .  Pray  Unkle  let  hurgo,  hur  his  kill’d  no  Rafc 
cals  fin ce  hur  came  from  Wales, 

T.  Rom.  Prithee,  old  Gentleman,  get  you  out 
o’th*  Way,  I’m  in  the  Humour  of  killing  him. 

Sir  Char.  Son  Tom,  it  muftnot  be  ;  What’s  your 
Name,  Sir  ?  You  are  like  to  Ycape  this  time 
Hotfp.  Why  then  a  Pox  on  you.  all,  my  Name’s 
Hot/pur,  and  you  may  fee  me  at  the  Wells  every. 
Morning  }  and  mere  to  provoke  you  to  take  Sa¬ 
tisfaction,  know  that  I  am  Friend  to  Frederick,  and 
will  efpoufe  his  Intereft  in  the  Heirefs  to  the  laft, 
and  fo  adieu.  [Exit, 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  ’tis  fo,  *tis  this  rich  Heirefs  is  the 
Caufe  of  all  thefe  Brawls ;  but  come  Son,  fince  thoja-. 
haft  me  of  thy  fide,  be  confident.  Policy,  as  we  li¬ 
as  the  Sword,  fhall  fecure  her  to  thee:  for  above 
all  the  World’s  great  Benefits,  a  Wife  is  belt  in 
her  good  Circumftances. 

To  follows  Wars  Abroad  may  Honour  bring,  | 
*7w  brave  Preferment  thereto  ferve  the  J\ing  ;  V 
T.Rom.  But  a  rich  Heirefs ,  here's  a  heavenly  Thing.  J 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  II..  SCENE  r. 


Enter  Frederick,  Hotfpur,  Quickwit,  and Numps*. 
[Sophronia  difeover'd  at  a  di/lance,  reading 

Ered .  \  true  Friend  is  the  moft  (olid  Good 
jl  \  Man  can  poftefs  in  this  World  ;  And  tho%\ 
dear  Will,  I  ought  extreamly  to  thank  thee  for  a- 
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bufing  thofe  two  Fools  for  my  fake,  yet  I  could 
wi(h  Sir  Charles  had  been  abfent,  leaft  this  new 
occafion  of  Diftafte  may  caufe  him  to  be  more  vigi¬ 
lant,  and  fo  hinder  our  Plot  upon  the  Heirefs. 

Flotfp ,  Faith,  dear  Fred ,  1  beg  thy  Pardon  with 
all  my  Heart,  if  I  did  amifs;  but  the  Devil  take 
me  if  I  could  contain  my  felf  after  hearing  fuch  a 
Prepofterous  deal  of- Impudence  and  Folly  :  I  could 
have  beaten  them  with  a  better  Will  than  a  Turk 
would  a  Chriftian  Slave  that  he  found  had.  an  In¬ 
trigue  with  his  Wife  or  Daughter. 

Quick,  Well,  well,  let’s  to  the  Proof,  I  long,  me- 
.thinks,  to  be  a&ing  my  Madman  :  And  as  for  Nuwps 
here,  he’ll  do  his  Part  to  a  Miracle $  I  have  taught 
him  his  Leffon  perfe&ly. 

Fred,  What,  my  Lord  de  la  Fool's  old  Serving-man, 
he  has  hit  the  Family  Beard  to  a  Hair  I  fee,  and 
’tis  impoflible  he  (hould  mifcarry ;  for  I  am  pri¬ 
vately  inform’d  the  Do&or  knows  neither  of  them 
by  Sight,  and  has  only  heard  of  a  Son  of  the  Coun¬ 
tries  that  was  Mad,  and  fuddenly  to  be  brought  to  ! 
him  as  a  Patient. 

Quick  The  Letter  I  have  given  him  there  ex- 
prefles  all  that.  But  be  lure  to  remember  your 
Canting  Weft-Country  Tone,  Numps3  and  your  By-  ' 
word,  ’Odfwokers. 

Numps,  Well,  well.  Why  thou  can  ft  not  think, 
mun,  che  can  forget  as  zoon  as  chave  learn’d  it :  | 
Why  zure  chant  a  bin  a  Schollard  zo  long,  but  that 
che  can  con  my  Leffon,  ’Odfwokers;  What,  does 
the  Mon  take  me  for  a  Vool  ?  Umph. 

Fred.  Admirably  well,  Numps3  and- there’s  a  Gui-  j 
nea  to  encourage  thee. 

Hotfp,  The  Rogue  mouths  it  as  if  he  had  been 
bred  at  “Taunton- Dean  indeed. 

Fred.  Well  then,  away  both  to  your  Tasks:  Ob, 

I  long  to  have  the  Event  anfwer  the  Expectation  ; 
get  her  but  off,  Tom3  and  the  promh’d  Five  hun»  j 
dred  Pounds  (hall  be  as  ready  as  the  joyful  Mi¬ 
nute. 

%  Quick, 
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Quick.  I  us’d  to  be  fuccefsful  in  thefe  Matters : 
But  if  I  fhould  return  now,  like  a  maim'd  Tar- 
i  pawling  from  a  Sea  Fight,  with  a  Leg  or  an  Arm 
loft  in  your  Service,  you  can’t  do  lefs  than  procure 
me  a  Place  in  the  Hofpital. 

Fred .  Ah,  never  fear,  there’s  no  fuch  danger. 

Hotfp.  No,  no,  the  worft  on’t  can  be  but  a' dozen 
©r  two  of  Ricks,  a  Cudgel,  a  Rib  or  two  broke,  or 
fo,  that’s  all. 

Quick .  Ay,  ay,  that’s  a  fmall  Matter,  you  know. 
Well,  what  e’er  comes  on’t,  I’m  refolv'd  to  venture, 
i  and  fo  Fortune  for  us :  Come  along  Nuwps.  [ Exeunt » 

Fred  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  Now  (hall  I  be  as  impatient 
till  I  have  an  Account  of  this  Rogue’s  Proceedings, 
as  a  young  Heir  that  hears  his  niggardly  Father  is 
fick,  is,  till  he  hears  he’s  dead. 

Hotfp.  If  my  Eyea  dazzle  not,  yonder’s  a  Subjeft 
■  very  proper  to  improve  your  Patience,  a  Lady,  Fred> 
l  a  reading. 

.  |  Fred .  Sopbronia ,  as  I  live ;  ay,  WiU>  this  is  a  Lady 
o  lindeed,  the  Wonder  of  her  Time  :  Doft  know 
iher. 

'  Hotfp.  Not  to  Intimacy,  and  yet  enough  to  hear 
ir  of  your  Worfhip’s  former  Intrigue  with  her.  What 
j.  a  ftrangeFellow  wer’t  thou  to  defert  fo  fine  a  Lady  ? 
I’ve  heard  there  was  a  Contraft  between  ye. 

Fred  Some  flight  Papers,  I  think,  which  I  know 
her  j?ride  is  too  great  ever  to  expofe,  or  call  me  to 
an  Account  for,.  Befides,  what’s  a  Promife,  when 
put  in  Competition  with  Fifty  thoufand  Pounds, 
Will?  No,  no,  fhe  was  too  wife  for  me,  her  Wit 
i.  jwas  always  too  Satyricalj  a  Quality  I  could  never 
:  uffer  in  a  Woman  :  She’d  conjure  me  with  Morals 
.en  >ut  of  Seneca  \  and  run  me  down  an  Hour  or  two 
|:ogether  in  Argument  of  the  Towns  Common 
0j)(  -Vices ;  nay,  and  what  I  hated  worfe  than  all  the 
l0r  reft,  tho’  all  her  Friends  knew  well  enough  fhe 
lov’d  me,  her  Pride,  that  was  too  great  to  let  her 
yp  Dwn  it,  would  make  her  always  ufe  me  ill  before 
|cm. 
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Hotfp,  They  call  her  here  in  Richmond,  The  Fe¬ 
rn  die  Plain  dealer. 

Fred .  They  do  fo,  and  juftly  too,  for  (he  takes 
as  much  Pride  in  fpeaking  blunt  Truths,  as  the  reft' 
of  her  Sex  do  in  ftudying  queint  Lyes.  But  fee, 
the  Walk  begins  to  fill,  here’s  more  of  the  Tribe 
coming. 


Enter  Squeamifh,  and  Mrs.  Stockjob  with  a  Lam *  I 

pson . 

And  if  I  am  not  miftaken,  Will ,  there’s  one  of  youc 
Acquaintance,  if  you  ha’n’t  forgot  your  little  French 
Pinnace  you  us’d  to  brag  of  fo,  Mrs.  Stockjob, 


Hotfp .  Forget  her  !  ’Sdeath,  I  fhould  as  foen 


forget  my  Sex  $  why  fhe’s  my  All,  Man,  my  Eftate 
Real  and  Perfonal  :  She  came  hither  firft  as  a  Pro. 
teftant  Refugee,  and  full  of  Teeming  San&ity  ;  but 
betwixt  thee  and  I,  Fred,  a  very  Cheat :  She’s  Vick 
Stock  job’s  Wife,  ’tis  true,  but  a  .Meet-help  to  me  ' 
alone,  Fred 

Fred.  I  have  heard  of  that  City- Fool  •,  they  fay 
he  got  all  his  Eftate  by  drawing  in  worfe  Fools  than 
himfelf  to  lay  Wagers ;  this  Siege,  or  that  Battel, 
this  Fight  at  Sea,  or  that  on  Shore ;  and  for  the 
late  City  Crimp  of  Stockjobbing ,  a  very  Dragon,  tho? 
in  other  Matters,  poor,  fneaking,  and  uxorious }  and 
the  French  Woman,  1  hear,  manages  him  rarely;  But 
X>rithee,  who  is  t’other,  by  her  fantaftical  Behavi¬ 
our  that  muft  be  fome  extraordinary  Creature  too. 

HotJ'p.  Oh,  (he’s  a  Rariety  of  another  kind,  one] 
Madam  Squeamijh,  (he’s  a  Native  of  Richmond  here, 
very  fantaftical  and  impertinent,  as  thou  fayft;  for 
which  (he  has  every  Summer  a  new  Lampoon  made; 
of  her,  that  does  fo  teize  her,  that  (he  grows  lean 
upon’t,  and  can’t  forbear  exprefling  her  Relent- 
ment  in  all  Companies.  > 

Fred,  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  leave  you  to  their  Manage-i 
ment;  and  the  rather,  becaufe  I  fee  yonder  Phiio-jj 
fophical  Lady  is  turning  this  way,  and  I  am  not  at 

p re  fen! 
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prefent  armed  for  a  Rencounter.  Farewell ;  we’ll 
meet  at  Night  at  the  Lyon.  [Exit  Frederick. 

Botfp.  What  Paper’s  that  they  are  fo  bufy  upon  ? 
I’ll  ftand  afide  and  liften. 

Scjueanj.  Was  there  ever  fo  barbarous  a  Difappoint- 
ment,Coufin!  Expe&ing  a  Letter  thisMorning  from 
the  dear,  dear  Man  I  admire  beyond  all  earthly  Joy, 
m.  Maid  brings  me  this,  with  the  fold  and  vifage 
of  a  Billet  deux  \  but,  oh  horrid  !  I  had  no  fooner 
open’d  it,  and  prepar’d  to  feaft  my  longing  Eyes 
with  what  they  expected,  but,  fogh  ]  what  does  it 
prove  to  be,  but  an  odious  Lampoon,  and  the  moft 
naufeous  filthy  Thing  that  ever  was  heard,  as  I'm 
a  Virgin  ! 

Mrs.  stock.  Dis  is  now  de  Barbarity  of  your  Na¬ 
tion  :  In  France  we  have  no  Scandal,  no  Affront, 
aoting  mal  a  propos:  You  may  fing,  you  may  dance, 
you  may  keep  the  bon  Companee,  vid  dis  great  Lord, 
ar  t’oder  Gentleman  and  yet  dere  is  no  dam  Lam¬ 
poon,  Viable  !  if  de  Autor  had  dare  abufe  me  fo, 
>y  dis  Hand  I  voud  find  him  out,  and  murder  him, 

I  Squeatn.  Why  then  you  muft  find  him  out,  and 
Rurder  him,  Coufin;  tor  here  you  are  for  your 
vomfort,  and  fwingingly. 

I  Mrs.  StocJi,  By  my  Faite  the  Fellow  dat  did  fay 
!is,  is  de  very  dam  Rafcal  in  the  whole  Varle  ;  I 
ill  poifon  him,  I  v ill  hang,  I  vill  have  his  Trote 
ut,  by  dis  Hand. 

Squeatv.  But  p;ithee,  Coufin,  who  is  this  Bet • 
lur  that  they  flander  you  with  ? 

Boifp.  ’ideatb,  I  can  forbear  no  longer!  Why, 
didarn,  this  Hotfpur  is  forth  coming,  if  your  lady- 
lip  has  any  ufe  for  him.  By  your  leave,  good 
vladam  :  Pray  let  me  infpeft  this  Paper  a  little. 
)amme,  if  any  Rafcal  has  abus’d  us,  I’ll  maul  him. 

(  Rujhes  cut ,  and  Jnaiches  the  Paper. 

Mrs.  Stock.  He  here  !  vat  fall  me  do  now  t  Us  ! 
at  you  mean,  Sir  P  I  know  you  not  j  you  are  de 
tranger  to  me. 


Squcam. 


20  The  Richmond  Heirefs~r O, 

Squeam.  Oh  fie,  Coufin  ;  pray  don’t  let  my  Com¬ 
pany  caufe  a  Breach  of  Acquaintance.  Come,  you 
muft  own  him  a  little. 

Hotfp .  Pox  !  prithee  don’t  ftand  upon  Ptfn&ilio’s 
now,  Fubbs,  but  help  me  to  find  out  this  damn’d 
Poet.  1*11  teach  him  to  Lampoon  me  :  I’ll  fLugh- 
ter  him,  by  Heaven. 

Squeam  Why  really,  Sir,  ’tis  a  horrid  brutal 
Trick  thefe  Fellows  have  got :  A  Woman  can’t  en¬ 
joy  her  Youth  in  a  degree  a  little  above  the  Vul- 
gar,  but,  oh  horrid!  fhe’s  ,pre(ently  popp’d  into  i 
Lampoon.  I  did  but  innocently  regale  my  fef. 
t’other  Day,  amongft  other  choice  Female  Friends, 
at  my  Lady  Good  fellow's,  with  a  Glafs  or  two  o 
Hockamore,  and  if  the  beaftly  Poet,  in  his  nexi 
Paper,  did  not  fay  I  was  Drunk  there,  I’m  no  Chri 
ftian  !  O  filthy  ! 

Here  Sophronia  comes  between  'em. 

Soph  Your  Servant,  Mrs  Squeawijh ;  nay,  I  have | 
heard  all,  and  as  a  Friend  to  Juftice  and  Morality! 
altho’  unask’d,  muft  give  you  my  Opinion  too. 

Squeam,  She  here !  oh  horrid  1  may,  then  wc 
fhall  be  teiz’d  to  Death.  She  has  more  Tongue  that 
twenty  Lawyers,  and  rails  with  more  Malice  thar 
a  Terr#  Filizts  at  Oxford,  that  has  been  juft  expell’c 
the  Univerfity, 

Mrs.  Stock,  Dis  is  ver  Deevil  of  a  Woman;  1; 
muft  wheedle  her,  dere  is  no  oder  way.  Your  mofi 
humble  and  obedient  Slave,  dear  Madam, 

Soph.  Oh  no  Ceremony,  good  Mvs.Stodjob  :  But-; 
Mrs.  Sqtteamijh ,  prithee  why  art  thou  fo  mortally ' 
offended  at  this  Lampoon  ?  Methinks  the  Poet 
Tpeaks  very  honeftly. 

Squeam  Honeftly,  Madam  1  What,  to  fay  I  was  i: 
I^runk  ?  Oh  filthy  l 

Soph,  Drunk,  indeed,  was  a  little  too  u  ncowrtly :  11 
Mellow  had  been  a  good  Word  there;  for  to  my'11 
Knowledge  there  were  fix  Quarts  drank  in  twt;«i 
Hours  time  between  four  of  ye,  befidcs  my  Lady’; 

fare* 
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fa  re  wel -Bottle  of  A<{ua  mirabilu .  Her  fat  Lady¬ 
ship  [  hear  fet  a  great  while  before  the  Sun  ;  and 
for  the  reft  of  ye,  your  Tongues  were  all  as  glib  as 
a  Confort  of  Mid  wives  at  a  City  Chrift’ning. 

Mrs,  Stock.  Veil,  dis  l  rruft  fay  of  de  French 4  Dey 
are  de  moft  temperate  People  in  the  whole  Varld  3 
V  Homme  du  Cour  delights  in  noting  but  de  cool 
Mead;  de  Tizzan,  or  de  Sherbet  vid  Ice. 

Soph  Yes,  the  comfortable  Ufquebaugh,  the  re¬ 
freshing  Spirit  of  Clary,  and  fometime  the  cool 
Brandy  and  Burrage,  good  Mrs.  Stockjob. 

Mrs.  Stock.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie,  M  dam  ;  de  Brandy 
is  de  Regale  for  de  Dutch ,  not  de  French  Here  is 
de  ftrange  difference,  De  Brandy  v ill  make  de  French 
man  as  dull  as  de  Do.',  and  de  Dutch  man  to  fight 
like  de  Deevtl :  Befid®,  our  Native  are  given  to 
make  Love  mufh^  vich  is  great  Enemy  to  Drink. 
De  Engl 2^- man  v i  11  come  Drunk  to  his  Metiefs,break 
her  Vindow,  tear  her  Commode,  and  kick  her  Lap- 
Dog,  vhen  de  Frznch-mm  dare  no  toufh  one  Hair  of 
his  Tail,  but  look  like  dc  Fool,  and  figh.  Dere  is  de 
difference  agen  all  is  Cringe,  all  Obeifance  ;  dcre 
is  mo  Huff,  no  m*l  Vifage,  no  Pefanti'}  in  France  y 
ma  Fo* 

1  Squeam,  But  will  you  vindicate  a  Lampoon,  Ma- 
jdam  ?  Oh  horrid  i 

Mrs  Stock •  4  filthy  Libel  dat  fall  fawzily  affront 
le  Femme  du  gualite,  and  have  de  Impudence  to 
expofe  — - 

Soph.  To  expofe  the  good  Man  your  Husband's 
Cucroldom,  and  your  clofe  Intrigue  with  this  Hot - 
Spur  that  is  mention’d  there;  that  indeed  is  very 
jSawcy,  Mrs.  Stockjob. 

Hotfp.  So,  there’s  a  Bob  for  me  again.  Nay,  nay, 
■good  Madam,  turn  the  Tide  of  your  Satyrical  Vein 
another  way,  I  don’t  like  this  kind  of  Railery. 

Soph,  Oh,  cry  ye  mercy,  Sir,  you  need  not  tell 
me  your  Sentiments ;  I  know  an  honeft  Reflexion 
(muft  needs  be  Rhubarb  to  a  Man  of  your  Kidney 
and  Character. 

Hotfp . 
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Hotfp.  My  Charafter  !  why  what’s  my  Charafter, 
Madam  ? 

Sop  hr.  Why  Troth,  Sir,  no  very  good  one;  and 

fince  you’ll  have  it  told,  *tis - let  me  fee,  A  lewd, 

vain,  noifie,  impertinent,  drunken,  roaring,  de* 
bauch’d  Character. 

Hotfp,  So,  fo,  (he  has  fitted  me  for  asking  Que- 
ftions. 

Sophr.  Come,  Sir,  for  once  PJ1  be  a  little  Satyri- 
cal,  and  venture  to  defcribe  the  Courfe  of  Life  of 
all  you  'Men  of  the  Town  :  In  theMorning  the  firft 
Thing  you  do  is,  to  refleft  on  the  Debauch  of  the 
Day  before;  and  inftead  of  faying  your  Prayers,  as 
you  ought,  relate  the  lewd  Folly  to  fome  other 
young  rakehelly  Fellow,  that  happens  to  come  to 
your  Levee.  The  next  Thing  is  to  dine,  where  in¬ 
ftead  of  ufing  fome  witty  or  moral  Difcourfe  that 
fhould  tend  to  Improvement,  you  finifh  your  Defert 
with  a  Jargon  of  fenfelefs  Oaths,  a  Relifh  of  ridicu¬ 
lous  Bawdy,  and  ftrive  to  get  Drunk  before  ye  come 
to  the  Play. 

Hotfp,  The  Devil’s  in  her  ;  (he  has  nick'd  us  to 
a  Hair. 

S&phr,  Then  at  the  Play-Houfe  ye  ogle  the  Boxes, 
and  drop  and  bow  to  thofe  who  do  notjkncw  ye,  as 
well  as  thofe  you  do.  Lord  !  what  a  world  of  fheer  I 
Wit  too  is  wafted  upon  the  Vizard-Masks,  who  re¬ 
turn  it  likewife  back  in  as  wonderful  a  manner. 
You  nuzzle  your  Nofes  into  their  Hoods  and  Com¬ 
modes.  juft  for  all  the  world  like  the  Pifture  of. 
Mahomet' s  Pidgeon,  when  he  gave  the  fa  lie  Pro-  j 1 
phet  his  ghoftly  fnftruftions.  Fogh  !  how  many 
fine  Things  are  faid  there,  perfum’d  with  the  Air 
of  fowr  Claret  ;  which  the  well  bred  Nymph  as 
odoi iferoufly  returns  in  the  Scent  of  Lambeth  Ale 
and  Hqua  vltee. 

Hotfp*  ’Dsheart,  what  (hall  I  do  !  I  Ihall  ne’er  J 
have  Patience,  to  hear  this. 

S.ophr,  Then  at  Night  ye  graze  with  the  Hard- 
driven  Cattel  you  have  made  a  Purchafe  of  at  the  |£ 
*  PiJJTi  ! 
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Play,  and  ftrut  and  hum  up  and  down  the  Tavern 
with  a  fwafhy  Mein,  and  a  terrible  hoarfe  Voice, 
which  the  Lady  (to  engage  your  liking)  returns 
with  fome  awkward  Frisks,  inftead  of  Dancing,  and 
a  Song  in  a  (queaking  Voice,  as  unttiuable  as  a 
}  token  Bag-pipe.  Then  Supper  coming  in,  th» 
dalles  go  about  briskly  The  Fools  think  the 
Wenches  heavenly  Company,  and  they  tell  them 
they  are  extream  fine  Gentlemen;  ’till  at  iaft  few 
Words  are  beft;  the  Bargain’s  made,  the  Fox  is 
cheaply  purchas’d  at  the  Price  of  a  Guinea,  and  no 
Repentance  on  neither  fide.  What  think  ye,  Sir, 
am.  I  not  a  rare  Pi&ure-d  rawer  ? 

Botfp.  ’Faith  yes,  Madam,  and  mu  ft  fure  have 
been  a  Praflifer  your  felf,  you  have  done  it  fo  ex¬ 
actly.  *5death  !  no  Help  yet  !  Oh,  here  comes 
Steel  job  ;  this  was  lucky  :  I  (hall  be  relieved  now, 
fure. 


Enter  ftockjcb  .W  Sir  Quibble. 

Stcckj.  Hoh,  honeft  IE  Ilf y  good  Morrow  to  thee  5 
good  Morrow  Coufm  Sifs>  and  Madam  your  Servant, 
and  fo  forth.  What,  and  Pogry  here  too !  Why  how 
row,  little  Poppy,  how  does  my  Deary  !  How  does 
my  Hawn,  myTril'ket,  my  Duck,  my  Dove,  and  fi> 
forth.  Well.  does  Richmond  Air  agree  with  thee  ? 
Does  little  Bans  in-kclder  kick  yet?  Hah,  Pogry  ? 
Prithee  how  deft  like  the  Profpeci  ?  Is’t  not  a  fweet 
Place,  and  fo  forth. 

Mrs  Stock.  Ony  per  me  Pcy  is  it  de  ver  fine  Place. 
Dicky  i  we  have  vaik  dis  Morning  as  far  as  de  Mount ; 
dt  fe  is  de  Grove  juft  by  de  River  tout  char  want , 
vere  is  de  nioft  rare^Piace  to  lye  and  floep  in,  Dicky . 

Sop  hr.  And  lo  make  ye  a  Cuckold  in,  Dicky. 

I  .Mimicking  her. 


Stock] .  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Oh  your  Servant  .Madam 
Sophrouia\  are  you  fo  br.sk  already  with  your  Jokes, 
and  fo  forth-  '  D'ye  hear  Pogry  <*  Madam  Sofhroni a 
is  at  her  Jokes  Slap-dafn  this  Morning. 

Sque-tm.  Ay,  Co u fin,  (he  has  been  breathing  her 
fe  If  u  pon  us. 

D  itst/p. 
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Hotfp.  Her  Lady  (hi  p’s  out  of  Danger  of  a  ph'tyfick 
for  this  Seafon,  1*11  warrant  her. 


Sir  Ouib,  They  talk  as  if  fhe  had  been  beating 
’em  all,  Pll  fay’c.  Pray,  Madam,  why  do  they  talk 
at  this  rate  ?  Where  lies  the  Jcft  on’c  ?  What  is  the 
meaning  of  your  high  Difcourfe  ?  And  when  will 
you  Raffle  at  the  Wells  again,  Madam  f 
Sopht,  Fool - 

Sir  Ouib.  Fool!  that’s  Nonfence,  I’ll  fay’t.  And 

-i  Tre*  t  _  _ ^  um  .  .  j  ..  1,:^ 


why  Fool,  pray,  Madam?  What,  and  which,  and 
where,  and  when,  and-^— 

Stock,  Hold,  hold,,  prithee.  Sir  Quibble*  Jet  me 
attack  her :  fhe  call’d  me  Cuckold  you  know.  Come, 
Madam,  1*11  Hand,  ye  fair,  ’faith:  Your  Reafon, 
your  Reafon  ;  come,  Slap-dufh  away  with  it,  and  lo 
forth. 

Sophr.  Why,  I  have  skill  in  Phyfiognomy,  and 
fee’t  in  thy  Face  :  All  Humanes  are  allotted  to 
feme  Fate  or  other,  and  thine  is  to  be  a  Cuckold. 
The  dimpled  Slit  there  upon  the  Tip  of  thy  Ncfe, 
and  (baggy  meeting  of  thy  Pent-houfe  Eye  brows, 
fflew  it  p  ain.  d  o  he  brief,  a  Lampoon  ujon  ye  rlj 
were  a  meritorious  Work:  Firft  you,  Mrs.  Squea- 
.tni(k>  for  always  i  ailing  at  it ;  and  yet  by  you?  ridi¬ 
culous  Beh  viour  perpetually  giving  caufe.  Se¬ 
condly..  thee  Knight,  for  being  Friends  with  For¬ 
tune,  that  allots  thee  to  be  bubbled  by  thy  younger 
l^rother.  Next  you.  Sir,  for  the  intolerable  Town- 
Vices  of  Drinking,  Wenching,  Gaming,  cun?  txuUti 
aliis ,  as  I  told  you  before.  Then  you,  good  Pro. 
teffant  Refugee,  for  wheedling  and  cornuring  your 
Dicky  there  :  And  laft  poor  Dicky ,  for  running  about 
the  fown  Wagering  and  Stockjobbing  when  Pogry 
has  a  more  proper  Job  tor  him  to  look  after;  and 
fo  fa  re  we  l  Dye. 

JLook  ffrarp  ij  thoudfl  be  free  ft  on?  future  Scorns  ; 

The  lefs  thy  Head ,  the  larger  /fill  thy  Homs. 

[Pats  him  on  the  Patey  and  Exit. 

Stock.  Hey,  Slap-da ffl,  why  (he’s  as  (harp  as  Vi¬ 
negar' this  Morning,  and  fo  forth. 

Sir  jgvib* 


■  * 
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'  Sir  Qjdb.  Zonks,  lb  file  is,  I’ll  fay’t  :  But  why 
the  Devil  does  fhe  rail  fo  :  And  where  the  Devil 
has  (he  all  her  Wit,  I  wonder  ? 

Mrs  Stock.  Dis  Kailery  is  too  morofe,  fhe  wants 
■  de  French  Breeding  excreamly. 

Squeam  To  vindicate  a  Lampoon  ?  O  filthy! 

Hotfp .  Faith,  Dicky  Thou’rt  a  Fool  if  thou  miaciTc' 
what  (lie  fays,  ilia  ufes  her  Father,  Brothers  and 
;  Sifters  in  this  manner. 

Stock.  Not  I,  Slap-da fh,  file  may  talk  what  (lie 
will,  and  fo  forth,  I  believe  nothing  againft  Pogry. 
Come  Coufia,  Sij's,  and  Gentlemen,  I  invite  ye  a  IF 
to  Dinner  to  Day  •,  for  little  Pog>y  and  1  here,  in¬ 
tend  to  have  the  Fiddles,  and.  be  merry.  Hey, 
Slap  dafh,  I  vow  my  Heart’s  as  light  as  a  Feather  ; 
for  I  have  laid  a  world  of  g  od  Wagers  this  Morn* 
ing,  1  fhall  get  Five  Hundred  Pounds  by  ’em  I’m 
Lure;  befides  Stock  rifes  to  a  Miracle:  And  I’ve 
invented  two  fuch  rare  Projefls  for  the  Improve¬ 
ment  of  Tabby  Cats  Skins  for  Ladies  Muffs,  and' 
Spirit  of  Acorns  to  Cure  Agues,  that  the  whole 
Exchange  rings  of  it.  Come,,  there  you  fhall  know 
I  my  Wagers  too,  and  fay  of  me,  as  that  eminent 
Common -Co  incil- man  fome  Years  fince,  did  to.  the 
then  Lord  Mavor,  Ob  boro  great  a  Grace  from  Hea¬ 
ven  is  a  wife  Citizen  /  \_Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Cunnington  and  Marmalet, 

Marm.  Well,  as  I’m  a  Chriftian,  Sir,  if  what  you 
|  have  promis’d  me  prove  to  be  true,  you  have  made 
I  me  tne  hippie  ft  Woman  in  the  whole  World. 

Cun*  Hold  a  your  Tongue,  and  take  care  you  no 
|.crofs  your  Star  :  Come  vere  fall  we  be  private  ? 

Alarm.  Have  but  Patience  a  Minute,  Sir,  I’ll 
only  go  and  fee  what  the  Dotlor  is  doing,  and  come 
and  conduct  ye  immediately. 
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Cun.  Make  hafte  ;  vat  you  tink  de  Star  vill  Hay 
for  you. 

Alarm  I  go  Sir,  l  go.  [Exit  Marm. 

Cun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  find  this  is  fome  old  Wait¬ 
ing-woman  belonging  to  this  Place,  whom  I  have 
already  turn’d  the  wrong  fide  outward,  with  pro- 
mi  fing  her  a  Husband  :  I  have  engaged  to  tell  her 
Fortune,  upon  Condition  fhe  difcovers  all  her  Se¬ 
crets  to  me  :  The  fir  ft -of  which  fhall  be,  the  Difco- 
very  of  jguzchwit's  Defign,  which  I  am  refolved  to 
ruin,  only  for  the  dear  fake  of  the  Mifchief  that 
will  come  of  it:  I  have  frighted  her  damnably  al¬ 
ready  ;  I  have  made'her  believe  I  am  the  Son  of  the 
Devil  upon  a  Lapland- Witch  ;  and  that  if  fhe  obeys 
me,  fhe  fhall  live  to  be  a  Countefs ;  but  if  not,  fhe 
fhall  be  brought  to  fell  Save-alls  and  Card-matches, 
old  Rags,  and  Small-coal  in  her  old  Age  ;  and,  at 
laft,  die  upon  a  Dunghil  near  Fieet-flreet.  Here  fhe 
comes,  now  to  my  Grimace  agen. 


Re-enter  Marmalet. 

Marm.  Come,  Sir,  the  Coaft  is  clear  now  :  Softly 
for  Heaven’s  fake  ;  for  the  Do&or  is  juft  coming  up. 
Cun.  If  he  dare  come  in  my  Prefence)  I  will  con¬ 
jure  him  — 

Alarm,  Blefs  me  1 

Cun .  Yat  you  prayi  Zoon,  Let  me  no  hear  you 
pray - go,  get  you  gone. 


a  _ _ 

Enter  Guiacum  with  a  Letter ,  Sir  Charles,  T.  Ro- 
•  mance,  Shinken,  and  Numps. 

Guiac.  Well,  Friend,  fhe  Countefs  has  done  me 
the  Honour  to  inform  me  in  her  Letter  here,  that 
fhe  relies  upon  my  Skill  and  Experience  to  Cure  her 
Son,  nor  fhall  my  Diligente  be  wanting  ;  but  fhe 
writes  me  no  Word  here,  whence  the  Delirium 
fprung  :  Prithee,  how  came  his  Brain  diftemper’d 
firft;  what  Accident,  wfratCaufe,  hah  ? 

Numps,  Odfwokers,  an*c  like  your  Worfhip ;  all 
that  I  know  is,  they  zay  Maifler  Taomas  was  hugely 
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in  Love  with  one  of  his  Lady  Countefs’s  £)airy 
Maids;  .and  becaufe  they  crofs’d  him,  he  diffblvM' 
with  himfelf  to  vail  ftark  Mad  upon’t :  Her  Name 
was  Mopfee ,  an’t  like  ye,  yow  was  parlous  Jade, 
yow  had  a  Skin  an  ’twere  any  Milk-pan,  and  a  Vace 
as  bright  as  a  Pewter  Difh  j  yow  was  vengenabler 
handfome,  Odfwokers - 

T.  Odfwoker,  ha,  ha,  ha,  damn  him,  What 
filly  Clownifh  Booby  have  we  got  here  ? 

Sbink.  He  was  come  of  the  ancient  Stock  of  the' 
Frit  tins,  I  believe  by  his  filly  Peard  :  And  look  you, 
Coufin,  if  he  is  Vrixains ,  he  isShcntleman  a  courfe, 
and  Shinktn  will  {indicate  his  Honour. 

T.  Eo m.  His  Honour,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  why,  hark’e, 
Coufin,  the  Beggars  have  long  Beards,  are  .they  a  11 
Gentlemen  too  ?• 

Sbink.  Look  you,  Coufin,  if  they  are  Pritahr 
they  are, 

Sir  Cbir.  A  Man  or  Quality  !  fuppofed  to  be  welF 
bred  too,  and  run  Mad  for  a  Dunghil  Drab,  a 
Dairy.  Wench  !  This  is  very  odd.  The  Name  of 
this  unhappy  Gentleman,  good  Do&or  ? 

Guide.  Why,  Sir,  his  Name  is  Del*  Fool,  he's  or 
the  ancient  family  of  the  De  h  FooFs  of  the  South;*, 
their  great  Anceftor  was  a  famous  Officer  under-" 
King  Harold,  who  being  routed  by  iViUhm  the  Con¬ 
queror,  fell  Mid,  and  the.  Difeafe  has  more  or  lefa: 
run  in  the  Blood  ever  fince  ;  There  is  near  them 5 
another  Family  of  the  De  la  lVit* s  too,  that  aref 
craz'd  at  one  time  of  the  Moon  ;  and  indeed;  it  may 
be  properly  fa  id,  they  divide  her  between  ’em,  one- 
being  Mad  in  ;he  Wax,  and  t’other  in  the  Wane. 

Sir  Char.  Nay,  nay,  ’cis  a  Mad  Age  here  too  as* 
weil  as  in  the  South,  and  therefore  I  the  lei’s  wonder* 
at  it ;  but  my  Daughter,  Do&or,  my  Daughter,  howv 
does  fhu  recover  ? 

Guiac,  More  of  that.  Sir,  prefently  —  Go,, 
Friend,  and  try  if  you  can  decoy  my  Lord  hither i 
And  go  you,  Cbnflopber ,  and  bid  Mjrmalet  bring  her 
Lady  too  5  there  is  r.o  better  Cure  of  Lunacy  than;' 

D  3.  / 
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by  Reflexion  :  Sir  Charles,  your  Daughter’s  Diftem- 
per  proceeding  from  diforder’d  Love,  makes  her 
ftill  vent  the  Effetts  upon  the  imaginary  Perfons  ; 
particularly  I  have  obferved  four  of  different  Qua¬ 
lities,  which  are  a  Courtier,  an  Alderman,  a  Poli¬ 
tician,  and  a  Divine. 

Sir  Char.  There  were  four  that  did  formerly  teize 
her  for  her  Eftate  indeed  5  but  proceed,  good  Do- 
<ftor.  '  -  . ; 

Gutac.  To  footh  her  Malady  therefore,  and  that- 
I  may  the  better  time  my  Medicines,  I  have  or¬ 
der’d  four  Perfons  always"  to  Rand  ready  to  repre. 
fent  ’em,  which  you  and  this  Gentleman  may  now 
as  naturally. fupply  ;  for  (he  diftinguifhes  very  little 
as  yet.  Pray  Rand  in  order  ;  and,  by  the  Life  of 
Galerty  ’twill  make  ye  laugh  heartily  to  fee  what 
Freaks  fhe’ll  perform.  Well,  Chriftopher,\s  fhe  com¬ 
ing  ?  •  [Enter  Chriftopher. 

Chriftoph>  Yes,  Sir. 

T.  Byont.  Why  then  may  I  never  make  a  good 
Intrigue  more,  if  this  plaguy  Bettor,  in  Read  of  a  \ 
Cure  upon  me,  would  not  make  me  run  Mad  in  a  \ 
Week’s  time,  if  I  were  with  him. 

Shznk.  By  his  Prabbles  and  his  Prating?,  I  think 
his  Frains  in  as  pad  Conditions  as  his  Patients,  by 
St.  Davy, 

Guiac.  This  new  Mad-man,  being  now  poffeffcd  j 
with  a  Frenzy  fomewhat  near  his  own,  will  very 
much  affiff  her;  therefore  I  refolve  they  (hull  be  ! 
much  together  ;  for  I  have  fome  reafon  to  hope 
the  worft  is  paft,  becaufe  ihe  inclines  to  Mufick, 
and  will  often  ling  very  fenfibly.  Oh,  here  Ihe 
*  comes,  pray  obferve-  now. 


Enter  Fulvia  madly  drefsycl3  and  Marmalet, 

Fuh.  Give  me  frefh  Air,  the  Place  is  hot  and 
fultry  ;  the  Rooms  are  warmed  with  Lovers  fcorch- 
ing  Sighs  that  glow  and  breathe  upon  me.  Is  there 

no  Remedy  ?  Muft  I  be  crowded  thus  - - Hah! 

Who’s  here?  Ivl.y  cringing,  complementing,  comicalj 

coxcomb!/ 
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cbxcombly  Courtier  again,  my  perpetual  Teizer3 
Sir  Thomas  Spindle :  What  Impudence  is  this  ?  He 
has  nothing  but  a  filly  Place  at  Court,  250/.  a  Year, 
it  won’t  buy  me  Pins :  He  can’t  fettle  four  Groats 
upon  me,  and  yet  plagues  me  Four  thcufand  times 
in  an  Hour.  Lord  I  how  he  looks  too  like  a  Death’s 
Head  in  an  Apothecary’s  Shop;  his  Lips  pale,  his 
Eyes  funk,  and  his  Cheeks  as  thin  as  an  Anatomy  : 
A  Cordial,  a  Cordial,  Doftor,  the  Man’s  dying  ;  did 
ye  ever  fee  a  thing  look  fo  ? 

Guiac.  Lean,  lean,  Madam,  as  Lovers  generally 
ufe  to  be  :  I’ll  advife  him  to  get  a  Pair  of  Plumpers 
againft  he  comes  next.  She  takes  your  Welfh  Coufin 
for  the  Courtier,  Sir  Charles. 

Marm.  So  now  (lie’s  fafe,  I’ll  back  agen  to  my 
Fortune-Teller. '  I  was  born  to  be  a  Counte.fs,  as 
I’m  a  Chriftian.  \  A  fide  and  Exit, 

Sir  Char.  She  has  been  horribly  Mad  I  find 
Sbink.  As  AforcA-Hairs  j  look  you.  Uncle,  that  is 
the  fery  plain*  Truth  of  Matters, 

T  How.  Pox  on’t,  would  (he  would  get  her  Senfes 
quickly,  or  give  me  leave  to  make  Love  to  fonae 
Body  elfe  :  I  am  like  a  Fifh  out  of  the  Water  all 
■  this  while,  I  can’t  live  nor  breathe  without  intrigue- 
ing  ;  I’ve  above  forty  Billet  Deux  now  ready  fealed 
that  all  flick  upon  my  Hands,  ’Gad  take  me. 

Fulv,  Hah  1  Sure  my  Eyes  dazzle,  who  comes 
next  here;  what  the  honourable  and  famous  Poli¬ 
tician,  M  r.  Votevoell  ? 

Guiac.  Pray  obferve.  Sir,  (lie  takes  your  Son  for 
a  Politician. 

Ful'v .  Indeed,  Sir,  you  wrong  your  lelf  and  the 
Nation,  to  leave  the  Affairs  of  Stare  for  my  fake; 
the  French  will  certainly  out-wit  us  in  your  Abfence  ; 
nay,  you  (han’t  flay  a  Minute  longer,  indeed  you 
fhan’t.  Go,  go,  Sir,  you  muft  go,  the  Committee 

wants  you - - — *  Fie  1  Fie1  [ Changing  Tone]  A 

Senator  wade  his  Time  in  teizing  one  (ingle  Wo¬ 
man,  when  he  may  have  the  Opportunity  ofplague- 
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ing  a  whole  Nation  !  Faith  it  fhall  never  be  faid— 
Do&or,  pray  help  me,  we’ll  thruft  him  out. 

T,  Eon?.  Ay,  ’Gad,  would  ye  would,  I  fhall  lole 
a  rare  Intt  >gue  elfe  \  JfiJe, 

Guiac.  Not  To,  good  Madam,  he’s  troubled  with 
the  Gout,  and  too  quick  a  Motion  may  injure  him  ; 
we’ll  fend  for  a  Chair  :  Hey,  within  there,  fetch 
Mr,  Vote voell  a  Chair.  [pujbes  him  away, 

Fulv-  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  Oh  !  the  intolerable  Machi¬ 
nations  of  a  conceited  Statefman ;  but  ftay,  what 
more  folid  Mifchief  is  this  approaches  me.  Hah  ! 
fure  ’tis  impofiible;  what,  Mr  Alderman  Niggle  ? 
Nay,  then  I'm  furprized  indeed. 

Guiac .  Good  !  you  are  taken  for  the  Alderman, 
Sir  Charles,  loo.*  grave  and  feed  the  Humour. 

\To  Sir  Charles. 

Fulv,  See  how  he  has  powder’d  his  Peruke,  and 
fmugg’d  his  old  Face  up  with  a  pernicious  Defign 
to  ruine  me.  Look  how  he  frisks  and  hops  about 
to  (hew  me  what  Heat  and  Vigour  remains  in  Sixty 
five :  Ah !  [Shrieks'}  Hands  off,  I’m  refolv’d  you 
(han’t  touch  me  5  Fie,  Fie,  Fie,  an  old  Fellow,  and 

thus  Rampant ;  Ah - ah - help,  help,  Do&or, 

quickly,  this  Devil  of  an  Alderman  will  ravifh  rce. 

Guiac,  Oh!  Fie,  Fie,  Madam,  by  the  Life  of  Ga¬ 
len,  there’s  no  Danger,  the  Alderman’s  too  old. 

Fulv.  Look,  he  frisks,  he  dances,  he  jumps  ; 
hark’e  d’ye  hear  him  too,  he  fays  he  ftews  fils  G^ld 
Chain  in  Harts-horn  Jelly,  and  drinks  it  every 

Morning  to  make  him  lufiy— ■  Ah - he  comes 

upon  me  agen,  he  will  ravifh  me,  he  can  . ravifh  me, 
help,  help. 

Guiac.  O'ons>  ’tis  impofiible,  Madam,  when  d:T 
you  ever  hear  of  an  Alderman  that  ravifHd  any 

Pody - If  fhe  were  in  her  right  W its  now,  I. 

(houid  think  fhe  meant  this  as  a  Satyr  upon  the. 
City,  by  the  LCe  of  Galen. 

Sir  char.  This  is,  indeed,  the  moft  fantafiical. 
Phrenfy  that  I  ever  read  cr  heard  of ;  How  long 
does  it  ufually  hold  her, 

Guaci, . 
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Guiac.  Forty  Minutes  together,  fometimes  more; 
I  have  weaknc-d  it  to  forty  Minutes  by  my  Skill ; 
it  formerly  held  her  an  Hour. 

T.  Rom.  To  the  dear,  fofr,  white,  pretty  Hand 
of  that  fuper-excellent  Lady  Mrs  Gillian  Gingerbread  ; 

I  ah,  ’Gad  take  me  this  Billet  fhould  have  been  dis¬ 
patch’d  away  this  very  Minute,  and  here  am  I  play¬ 
ing  the  fool  in  aMad-houfe, 

Shink.  Nay  pray  you  Coulins,  have  Patients,  (he 
is  engaged  now  with  the  Fellow  in  the  Placks,  look 
you,  pray  you  iet*s  hear. 

Fulv.  Oh,—  Mr.  Tickletext — - — — » 

I [groans  an&  weeps. 

Guiac.  Obferve  now,  how  the  Humour  turns, 
now  (lie  is  come  to  her  Melancholy  Fir,  and  takes 
Chriftopher  for  ?  Parfon. 

Fulvia ,  Reverend  Mr.  TiclUtext,  wife  Mr, 
Tickletext ,  that  ever  I  lhould  live  to  fee  you  thus 
overtaken,  to  leave  your  Flock  in  the  WilderneL,  to 
follow  me  upon  the  Mountains ;  to  fall  from  your 
zealous  and  inftruffive  Principles,  carnally  to  fall  in 
Love,  and  change  the  ftrong  Motions  of  th'e  Spirit 

for  thofe  of  the  Fie fh  - —  O,  Mr.  Tickletext-  — « 

[weeps.]  What  will  become  of  your  poor.  Soul? 

Guiac ,  l’veobfervM  fhe*s  always  extreamly  trou¬ 
bled  about  the  Parfon’s  Soul/tis  a  Thing  worthy  OI>* 
fervatfon.  . 

Fulv.  Doff  or.  [mournfully. 

Guiac.  What  fay  you,  Madam? 

Fulv*  Does  Mr,  Tickletext  drink  bard  think  you? 

Guiac.  No,  fure  Madam,  not  hard. 

Fulv .  Nor  Swear,  nor  Game,  Doff  or  ? 

Guiac .  Neither  Madam,  uilefs  it  be  a  Game 
at  Putt  now  and  then,  for  a  Bowl  of  Lambfwool. 

Fulv.  For  a  Bowl  of.  Punch  rather,  I  fear  Doff  or  ; 

1  ay,  ’tisfo,  I  know  it  by  Chered  Tip  of  his  Note;  the 
Parfon  hates  Lambfwool  5  he  loves  the  Bowl,  the 
Bowl,  the  lufty  Bowl ;  and  there,  alas,  his  poor  Soul 
will  be  drown’d, 

Guiac*  His  Soul  again,  pray  obfcrve. 


Fulv* 
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Fuh.  Yet  what  care  T,  Tin  Miltrifs  of  my  own 
Fate,  let'em  drink,  let  ’em  roar,  let  ’em  ling,  what 
is' t  to  me,  I'll  do  the  fame. 

Sings.  How  vile  are  ike  fordid  Intrigues  r.f  the  Town, 
Cheating  and  Lying  per  pe  tut  l  [way 
From  Bully  and  Punk  to  the  Politick  Gown, 

In  plotting  and  Jotting  they  wajle  the  whole  Day . 

Let  me  have  Mufick,  and  bring  in  Orpheus  there,  O, 
my  hard  Fortune  ! 

G  uiac%  So  now  the  Fit’s  ahnoft  fpent,  let’em  come 
in  there,  [foe  fets  down,  J  Thefe  are  Lunaticks  by  me 
appointed  on  purpofe  to  indulge  the  Humour,  the 
one  was  a  Young  hot  blooded  Officer,  that  being 
baulk’d  in  a  Battel  againft  the  French  in  Flanders ,  fell 
mad  upon’t  the  Woman  crack’d  her  Brain  with 
Pride  and  Malice,  hearing  her  Lover  fay,  another 
was  handfomer-and  better  drefs’d  at  a  Court  Ball. 

There's  a  Song  in  Parts  between  a  Mad- man  and  a 
Mud-Woman,  then  two  other  Mad. Men,  who  Jit 
downy  then  enter  Numps  and  Quickwit,  like  a 
Mai-Man  with  a  Piper, 

Guiac .  You  may  perceive  by  this,  Sir  Charles,  the 

Frenzy  will  wear  off  by  degrees, - —But  lee 

here  comes  my  Lord. 

gaick.  Tho’  Cerberus  bark,  the  Cat-a-mcuntain  ii 

[howl,  |t 

Tho*  Winds  do  roar,  and  waves  do  row!,  ; 

Mopfa's  my  Life,  Mopfa's  my  Soul  [Grins.  \ 

Numps.  Worfe  and  worfe.  Ah,  lack-a*day,  ah,  lack  ; 
a*dav,  O  my  poor  Maifler/ 

Guiac .  His  Diftemper  vents  it  felf  much  in 
feraps  of  Poetry,  which  thews  it  to  be  the  more  vi¬ 
olent  and  dangerous. 

-Sir.  char.  Why  fo  good  Do&or. 

Guiac.  Why,  Sir, Poetry  is  a  kind  of  Madnefs  in  it  j| 
feif,  and  muft  conlequencly  make  a  very  ill  Addition  iy 

to  i ' 
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to  Che  Patient’s  Diftemper.  I’ll  fpeak  to  him,  What 
have  you  there  my  Lord  ? 

Quid.  Treafon,  in  black  and  white:  - _ _ 

Though  Cerberus  bark,  the  Cat-a-mountain  howl*  pil 
conjure  for  her,  I’ll  go  down  below  into  the  Devil’s 
Dairy,  there  I  fhall  find  her  licking  the  Cream- 
bowls,  orprefiing  Curds  to  make  Beelzebub  a  Cheefe, 
- — Hark’ce  Parron,  are  you  the  Devil  t 

Guiac .  The  Devil!  not  I  my  Lord,  blefs  me  what 
a  Qa eft  ion's  there. 

Quick,  Nor  yet  his  Dam  ? 

Gu'iflc.  Nor  his  Dam  neither,  I’m  your  Deftor, 
my  Lord. 

Quick  Bring  Mopf*  then,  I’ll  drown  my  felf  in 
Tearselfe.  [Falls  down, 

Numps.  O,  worfe  and  worfe  !  O  that  c-bave  liv’d 
to  zee  this  Day,  Odfwokers,  he  had  as  notable  a 
Pate,  a  Vortnight  ago  as  e’er  a  one  in  our  Shire  ; 
our  Minifterat  Plome  was  a  Bottlchead  to’un,  and 
now  to  zee  the  Cale  zo  chang’d,  and  hear  un  talk 
zo  like  a  Vool,  Odfwokerche  can’t  forbear  weeping 
vor  the  Heart  o’me,  [E fowls  out. 

T.  Bom,  Opritheee,  pox  take  thee  for  a  Bumkin, 
!  what  a  Howling  deft  thou  make  ;  ah  my  dear  ivveet 
i  Mite  Gingerbread,  ’Gad  take  me,  I  fhall  grow  as  mad 
as  they,  if  I  am  kept  here  much  longer,  iQijJes  the 

Letter, 

Shmb  There  is  fery  good  Moralities  a  d  Obfer- 
vations  to  be  made  in  this  Place  \  look  you  Coufms, 
therefore  pray  you  have  Patience. 

Quick,  Haft  brought  her  ?  That’s  my  Boy  ;  ay 
there  fhe  is,  I  know  her  now.  [flatting  up. 

Sings.  By  tkoje  rignies  that  Stars  do  feem, 

Thofe  Breafls  as  white  a/s  Curds  and  Cream , 
Tbofe  Cherry  Lips ,  and  dimpled  Chin , 

*  F if  Mop  fa  that  [nail  be  my  Queen* 

Guiac.  She  makes  up  to  him  now,  the  Diftemper 
works  now,  they  are  curing  one  another,  the  two 
Mad-men  rife  and  dance  with  ’em,  [Dance, 

Fulv.  lings. 
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Fulv.  Tings.  Art  thou  the  Crack-brain  d Fool  thou  feem'Ji 

\  to  be  i 

Quick,  Art  thou  a  white- fac’d  Ape  as  Mad  as  he  f 
A  fo&Iijh  female  nice  andfby. 

That  never  yet  trod  Shoe  awry, 

Nor  fuffedd  Yuungfter  by  the  by, 

To  have  a  Finger  in  the  Pye  ? 

Fulvia.  In  fpight  offings  and  Bracelets  gay. 

Sweet  Junkets  on  a  Holy -day , 

Or  all  that  filly  Men  can  fay , 

Ym  ft  iU  of  Vefta’s  Train-,  a  Maid . 

Quick.  *  Tic  then  for  want  of  Humane  Aid. 


Fulvia.  No,  no, 

Quick,  Ay,  ay. 

Fulvia,  No,  no. 

Quick,  jy,  ay. 

Fulvia.  Ym  fill!  a  Maid. 

Quick,  0  fye.  Of  ye. 

Fulvia  In  Thought,  in  Deed,  and  fo  will  dye, 
Qu  ick.  You  are  a  Fool,  or  elfe you  lye. 


But  if  thou  art,  go  to  the  Queen  and  beg 
me,  for  1  mini  hang  to  Morrow  for  a  Rape  com¬ 
mitted  upon  fifteen  Richmond  Virgins  thirty  Years 
old  and  upward  ,  that  have  Rood  the  Shock  of  Man¬ 
kind  molt  miraculoufly  ;  there's  my  Petition,  read  if 
and  away.  [Gives  her  a  Letter 

Fulv.  By  Heaven  ’tis  Frederick's  Hand  j  and  1  find 
row  this  is  all  feign’d  Madnefb,  and  a  Plot  of  hisStcj 
bring  me  off ;  O  ye  dear  witty  Creature-  [ 'afidri 
[Quick.  '  ry  ye  Mercy,  Sir,  by  that  fhaggy  £y.?.|  1 
brow,  and  that  [pulls  Guiac.  away. 3  grizlcd  Phiz,  J| 
know  ye  now,  you  are  the  Recorder.  - 

.  Guiac  Variety  of  Madnefs  ;  he  faid  I  was  the  l 
Devi!  juft  now,  and  now  he  takes  me  for  the  Re. 


corder, 

Quick.  There,  there's  your  Fee, 
my  Sentence;  1  muft  not  come  to 
have  Money,  letfriendlefs  Felons, 


and  pray  defei! 
the  Gallows, <] 
Fools  and  *-  eg- 
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gars  dangle  ;  1*11  bribe  thee  well,  I  muft  not  hang. 
I’ve  Money. 

Sir  Char.  The  mad  Fool  fpeaks  now  Methodically, 
Money  indeed  will  do  any  Thing. 

Quick,  What  do  I  fee,  a  Guard  to  bear  me  off^ 
and  before  Sentence,  nay  then  have  at  ye.  Avaunt 
ye  Slaves,  ye  Poltroons ;  Scour  ye  Vipers;  a  Refcue, 
a  Refcue,  fall  on  my  Friends,  down  with  ’em. 

Zfnatcbes  a  Sword  from  T.  Romance  and  beats  'em* 

Sir  Char,  Ah,  Plague  of  our  heedlefs  Folly,  to 
come  arm*d  amongft  M.ad-men>there’s  no  contending 
with-him.  CQuickwit  drives  'em  about  the  Stage . 

T.  Rom .  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  ’Sdeath  what  d’ye 
mean  ? 

Sbink .  Mean  to  a  Mad-raan,  that  is  fery  fimpleby 
St.  Davy  ;  gbot  hur  Lord  have  Patience,  shinken 
was  hur  Friend  and  fery  humble  Servant,  look  you. 

Guiac,  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  I  am  the  Recorder 
you  know .  [Quick,  beats  'em* 

Source-  The  Devil  thou  art,  down  with ’em  there, 
a  Refcue,  a  Refcue. 

Guiac.  Am  I  a  Devil  again ;  nay  then  there’s  no 
Fence  againft  a  Flail,  I  mu  ft  give  way  too.  [  Exit 
Guiacum,  and  Quickwit locks  the  Door . 

Quick,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  fo,  if  this  was  not  well  play’d^ 
1*11  ne’er  aft  Part  again. 

Fulv •  Thou  art  ftie  beft  of  Aftors,  and  (halt  be 
}  rewarded  accordingly  ;  nor  (hall  hone  ft  Numps  be 
forgotten  neither. 

Numps.  Odfwokers,  che  can  make  a  Voo!  of  vorty 
filch  Doftorsasthis  is. 

Quick,  Your  Ladiihip  would  make  an  admirable 
Aftrefs:  ’Faith  Madam,  to  out.wit  the  Dcftor  fo 
i  Artificially - -  *Tis  a  Mafter-piece. 

Fulv.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  and  before  the  grave  Knight 
and  young  Fool  s  Face  too. 

Quick,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  and  but  reafonable,  Ma» 
4am;  what  fhouid  a  Fool  do  with  fo  fine  a  Lady? 

Fulv,  09 
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Fulv.  O,  Sir,  your  Compliment Tome  other  time  ; 
come  whilft  we  have  this  Opportunity  let’s  into  my 
Clofet,  and  confult  about  the  manner  of  my  Efcape. 

Quick.  Which  is  contriv’d  Methodically  in  that 
Letter  there,  by  your  Lover,  who  I  hope  fuddenly 
fhall  be  happy  in  his  Reward  too. 

Fulv.  If  faithful  Love,  and  an  obedient  Wife  can 
make  him  happy,  he  may  affure  himfelf of  me;  I 
know  his  Merit,  and  have  a  Soul  to  prize  it. 


Nor  Jhal!  the  wretched  Cufloms  of  the  World , 

That  change  ike  Sweets  of  Love  to  a  fordid  Bargain , 
Ever  corrupt  my  Nature ,  Wealth  is  a  good  Addition^ 
And  fhall  be  given  by  me^  a  Slave  to  Virtue , 

And  wait  upon  the  kind  brave  Man  I  love . 


Who  weds  a  Fool ,  affronts  her  humane  Nature  ; 

Who  can  be  kind  to  fuch  a  Brutal  Creature  $ 

JTjs  Wit  with  Love  improves  the  Marriage  Charms , 
And  fuch  a  ' Man  is  welcome  to  my  Arms .  [Exeunt 


The  End  of  the  Second  Abb, 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I- 


Enter  Cunnington  and  Marmalet. 

Cunn .  "T  7  EL  now,  as  you  hope  to  b,e  de  Countefs,  : 

V  and  keep  your  fix  Footmen  and  your 
page,  dis  is  all  true  vat  you  tell  me. 

Alarm.  Every  Syllable  in  Troth,  Sir.  O  fie,upon 
my  Integrity  I  would  not  tell  ye  a  Lyefor/the  verfal 
World. 

Cunn.  Ver  good,  vel  den  I  will  tell  you  the  reft 
©f  your  Fortune,  but  firft  fefh  me  de  Almanack,  dat  j 
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I  may  tel]  de  good  Day  from  de  bad,  dat  is  mate¬ 
rial  Point. 

Martv .  Yes,  5ir,  I’ll  bring  it  prefently— - - 

A  Countefs,  why  well  fare  thy  Heart  old  Jenny  ; 
fix  Footmen  and  a  Page;  Odfne,  Tin  over- joy’d. 

Cunn.  So,  I  have  fqueez’d  her  as  dry  as  a  Spunge 
already,  the  Heirefs  in  thisHoufc,  that  Sir  Charles 
Romance  defigns  for  his  Son,  on  y  feigns  her  felf 
mad,  and  Quickrvit  is  by  a  Trick  to  get  her  away 
for  young  Frederick ,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  warrant  he 
thinks  himfelf  as  fecure  of  her  now,  as  a  Cat  is  of 
a  Moufe  that  file  has  between  her  Paw,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
alas  poor  Fool,  but  if  I  am  right,  he  fhall  find  him¬ 
felf  damnably  mifiaken,  for  what  will  I  do  now 
but  privately  go  and  d  fcover  all  to  Sir  Charles ,  Po 
get  my  felf  a  Twinging  Reward,  and  guickwit  a 
;  plaguy  Beating,  that  fhall  fticfc  by  him  this  Month, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  #Gad  I  love  fuch  Mifchief  with  all  my 
Heart,  how  it  tickles  me,  I  grow  even  Fat  at  the. 
j  conceit  on't.  O  herecomes  my  Countefs,  l  mult 
difpatch  this  old  Fool  firft,  and  then  away  —  —  ■ 
Mum,  now  for  Fortune-teUing. 


%  .enter  Marmalet  with  an  Almanack, 

Alarm.  Here*  s  an  Almanack  an’t  pleafe  ye. 

Cum.  O  Jet  me  fee,  June ,  June,  June ,  July. 
Vere  be  de  [changing  bis  Voice ]  Dog- day,  dat  be  de 
ver  good  time  to  make  de  Intrigue.  Let  me  fee,  you 
fay  you/ver  born  in  July. 

Maim.'  The  fourteenth  an’t  (hall  pleafe  ye, 

Cunn.  Oil,  Ver  good,  ver  good,  now  fhake  your 
■  left  Arm  and  your  right  Leg  both  together,  vich 
^  i  we  call  in  Aftrology,  de  fimple  Motion. 

Marm.  Is  that  right,  pray  Sir.  [Shakes  her  Arm 

and  Leg  arvkardly. 

j  Cunn.  Yes,  yes,  dat  vill  do  ver  well,  da  I 
‘  needs  fay  is  de  ver  fimple  Motion  indeed 
-  Marm.  But  Sir,  you  tell  me  nothing  all  this 
;i‘  while,  pray  Sir,  what  good  Fortune  fhall  I  have  ? 
^  and  particularly.  I  befeech  ye  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 
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to  ask  that  queftion,  that  we  Maids  moft  defire  fo 
know,  which  is,  when  (hall  I  bemarry’d,  an't  pleafe 
ye  ? 

Cunn.  Cry  Hymen  vid  a  Sigh,  one,  two,  tre  times  ; 
fo,  now  (it  Crofs  legg’d,  and  turn  de  Gnomon  of 
your  Face^  datisyoar  Nofe,  [Pulls  her  Nofe']  tode 
North  Eaft,  dat’s  right ;  now  fraile  a  little,  (mile  foo- 
liflily  like,  right;  now  let  me  feel  your  Pulfe ;  aw, 
ver  well,  [  fee  now  you  fhall  have  for  your  Husband 
dc  ver  Gentleman  dat  vasto  ftealaway  your  Lady. 

•[She  makes  fiUy  Grimaces . 

Marm.  What  Mr.  Quickwit,  and  lhall  I  be  no 
Countefs  after  aU  this  ? 

Cunn .  Zoon  Metrefs  havede  Patience,  and  under¬ 
stand  your  good  Fortune.  He  (hall  live  to  be,  let  me 
fee,  Baron  oi  Barn-Elms,  and  if  de  Planet,  dat  I  fee 
dere  fay  right, he  fhall  be  Duke  of  Tmttenham,Mort • 
Jack ,  and  Brent f or d\  go,  go  prefently,  find  him  out, 
and  make  de  Love  to  him,  for  I  fee  by  my  Art,  dat 
dis  is  de  Critical  Minute,  and  ver  fit  for  your  Pur- 
pofe—  go. 

Marm .  Well  I  vow  Sir,  you  have  ravifhed  me 
with  yourWords,Dutchefs  of  Tottenham  yMortlack  and 
Brentford  ;  why,  this  is  prodigious.  Lord  1  to  fee 
how  Preferment  will  puff  up  a  Body  5  metbinks  a 
Countefs  is  too  fmall  a  Title  now. 

Cunn.  Hark  you,  one  Word  more;  if  he  refufe  you, 
take  two,  tre  or  more  of  your  Female  Friends  vid 
good  Cudgels,  and  beat  -him,  vor  de  Star  do  appoint 
datway  to  make  foft  his  Heart  and  Inclination,  fear 
noting,  beat  him  but  foundly,  and  he  (hall  love  you 

for  ever  after - Adieu.  I  muft  get  out  and  laugh 

fomewhere,  or  I  fhall  burft.  [dfide,  Exit* 

Mar »  Dutchefs  of  Trvittenham,  Mortlack  and  Brent' 
ford,——  O  Lord  methinksl  don’t  feel  the  Ground  I 
goon.r  Well,  this  is  a  moft  admirable  Perfon,  as 
I'm  a  Chriftian,  and  of  moft  profound  Skill ;  for  he 
told  me  fome  Marks  about  me  as  right,  as  if  he  had 
been  by  when  I  was  brought  into  the  World,  Well, 
if  Cudgeling  my  Lover  will  make  me  Noble,  1*11  get 
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them  that  fhall  lay  it  on  with  a  good  Will  in  Troth, 
for  methinks  I  long  to  be  call’d  your  Grace,  your 
Grace.  Lord,  how  it  tickles  me,  pray  Heaven  my 
Brains  ftand  firm,  for  I’ve  heard  thefe  new  Honours 
are  very  intoxicating.  [.Ex/* 

Inter  Quickwit,  Fulvia,  and  Numps. 

Quick.  You’ll  be  fure  to  be  ready,  Madam,  again# 
Twelve  at- Night, 

Fulv,  As  pun&ual  as  the  Minute,  get  you  but  the 
door  open  that  can  let  us  into  the  Garden,  and  for 
the  reft  let  me  alone. 

Quick.  For  that  let  me  alone,  and  dy’e  hear, 
Numps9  be  fure  you  take  your  Opportunity  to  flip- 
out  and  acquaint  Mir,  Frederick^  that  the  Coach  may 
be  ready  at  thetifne;  ’dfheart  if  we  fhould  fail  in 
our  Bufinefs  to  Night,  I  fhould  be  poyfon’d  be¬ 
fore  Noon  to  Morrow,  with  Pills,  Powders,  and. 
confounded  Potions,  which  I  fee  are  preparing  for 
me  yonder:  For  Heaven’s  fake  how  came  you  to- 
*icape.  Madam  ? 

Fulv .  Why,  my  being  Obftinateat  firft,  has  made* 
the  Fool  take  an  Opinion,  that  he  can  cure  me  with 
Specificks.  ’Tis  fuch  a  pofitive  Coxcomb,  that  if  he. 
once  gets  a  Notion  irito  his  Head,  there’s  no  remo«- 
ving  it,  tho  never  fo  abfurd  or  ridiculous.  Come,  , 
Numps,  come  you  along  with  me,  you  muft  carry  a. 
Letter  for  me. 

Numps.  A  Letter  for  ye,  ah,  would  you  were 
to  be  folded  up  into  a  Letter  your  felf,  and  I  were 
to  carry  you  to  vtr  Frederick ,  Pd  trudge  for  ye  • 
heartily— - 1  would  Odfwokers,  there’s  my  Worci 

ftill. 

Fulv.  Well  Numps ,  he  fhail  know  the  good  Sen, 
vice  you  would  do  him,  but  for  the  prelent  let’s  • 
part  for  fear  the  Doftor  fhould  be  prying  about.  My 

Lord  de  la  Fool - - your  Lordfhip  s  moil  humble, 

.—.'ha,  ha.  QExitm . 

Numps.  Oh  my  poor  Mai fter,  Oj  O/  Qdfwokers, 
the  fob  goes  on  rarely.  •  Cfx'L 

.  ■  - ;  £3  - 
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Quickwit  Solus, 

Quick,  So,  I  think  I’m  in  as  pretty  a  Way  now  to 
get  Five  hundred  Pounds,  as  Heart  can  wifh ;  no¬ 
thing  but  the  very  Devil,  or  my  Friend  Cunnington, 
can  hinder  the  happv  Conclufion  now,  and  I  think 
I  have  been  cunning  enough  to  keep  it  out  of  his 
Reach.  I  know  the  Rogue  will  envy  my  good  For¬ 
tune,  but  that  will  breed  occafion  for  more  Mirth 
hereafter,  and  when  the  Guineas  are  in  my  Hand 
©nee,  I  (hall  have  the  better  Guft  to  rally  and  laugh 
at  him>  ■■■  O  Mrs.  Marmalety  your  humble 
Servait. 

JEnter  Marmalet,  who  Curt’fies  to  him ,  and  [miles  af- 

feftedly. 

Marm.  Yours,  fweetMr  Quickwit,  or  rather, fweet 
my  Lord,  I  mean  not  as  in  the  former  counterfeit 
Strain,  but  in  very  good  Truth  and  Reallity,  I  give 
you  your  Title  as  it  is  to  be. 

Quick,  Say  ye  fo,  Mrs.  Marmalet,  I  would  I  were 
to  give  you  a  new  Gown  upon  that  Condition. 

Marm .  Ah  my  Lord,  your  Grace  muft  give  me 
more  than  a  new  Gown  before  that  comes  to  pafs,— 
yet  it  thall  happen*  [ Curt’fies  to  him * 

Quick,  My  Grace,  what  a  Plague  does  fhc  mean, 
why  hark’e  good  mouldy  Confervc  of  Quinces,  I 
thought  you  had  been  more  bufy  in  packing  up  your 
Lady’s  Things,' than  to  ltand  bant’ring  here  j  my 
Grace,  what  a  Devil  art  thou  mad  ? 

Mar  mi  No,  no,  my  Lord,  I  am  not  mad,  my  Lord, 
you  Ihould  find  me  perfett  in  every  Part,  if  your 
Grace  would  pleafe  to  try  me. 

Quick.  Zoons  my  Grace  agen. 

Marm .  In  brief,  great  Duke,  it  is  your  Love  I 
feek,  on  which  depends  your  Fortune,  on  which 
depends  my  making  or  my  marring;  behold  I  ftand 
here  fuing  for  your  liking,  a  fpotlefs  Maid,  a  Virgin 
Cabinet,  that  fifty  Years  has  kept  its  Treafure  clofe. 
from  Spiders,  Moths,  and  from  all  other  Vermin, 
till  now  kind  Fate  has  given  a  Key  to  you* 

Quick* 
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Quick.  Crack’d,  downright  Craz’d  as  I  Jive,  this 
Comes  of  living  to  be  an  old  Maid. 

Maim*  Ah,  dear  my  Lord,  do  not  deceive  your 
felf,  I  have  my  Senles  right,  and  all  Things  elfe, 
thank  Heaven. 

Quick*  Why  what  a  Plague  doft  Lord  me  at  this 
rate  then,  and  talk  to  me  of  Treafures,  and  Cabi¬ 
nets,  and  Spiders,  and  Moths,  and  making,  and 
marring?  Why  ye  Queen  Elizabeth's  eld  Fardingale, 
ye  dirty,  wrinkled  worm-eaten  RuiF without  Starch, 
ye  tarnifh  d  old  fafhion’dPi&ureof  mad  Hecuba  in  the 
Hangings,  what  doft  cant  of  Love  to  me  for  ? 

M&rm .  Does  not  my  Perfon,  nor  my  Merits  more 
ye,  know  then  the  Stars  appoint  ye  Honours  ;  If 
you  marry  me,  you  (hall  become  a  Duke. 

Quick .  Become  a  Dog  !  Pox  on  ye  for  an  old  Car¬ 
rion,  is  this  a  Time  for  Whimfies? 

Manx;  It  is  the  Time,  my  Lord,  the  only  Time,’. 
I  am  told  by  Art,  that  if  we  marry,  we  fhall  both 
be  Noble  j  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  believe  my 
Tears,  there  are  great  Honours  budding—— 

Quick.  Honours  and  Budding,  what  a  Devil  can 
this  plaguy  Hag  mean  by  all  this? 

Marm.  Good  my  Lord,  marry  me.  I  do  befeech 
your  Grace  relent. 

Quick.  I  won’t,  ye  old  Fool;  Pox  take  ye,  I: 
womt,  I  tell  ye,  and  get  ye  gone,  and  play  your 
Oaf’s  Tricks  fomewhere  elfe,  or  I’ll  kick  ye.  Mar¬ 
ry  her,  I’d  as  foon  marry  a  Lancashire  Witch  that 
was  Tick  of  the  Plague. 

Marm .  How,  nay  then,  fine©  my  hard  Fate,  fince 
no  fair  means  will  do,  the  Stars  muft  have  their 
way.  [Exity  and  re-cnitr  prefently  with  tv>9  other  Fe»- 

male  Servants  armed  rvitb  Cudgels . 

Quick.  My  Grace  and  my  Lordlhip,  and  marry, 
ha,  ha,  ha.  *Gad  I  believe  the  old  Sibil  has  been 
regaling  her  felf  with  a  Gill  or  two  of  Brandy  after 
Dinner,  and  her  frigid  Veins  having  gotten  a  little 
Warmth,  provokes  her  to  think  of  Marriage,  Mar. 
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riage  with  a  Pox  to  her.  [/A?  turns  his  Backhand  Jhe  ( 

fir  ikes  him  over  the  Shoulder . 
Alarm .  Dear  Sirexcufe  me. 

Quick.  Excufe  ye,  what  a  Plague’s  the  Matter 
now. 

Serv.  *Tis  all  for  your  good,  indeed  my  Lord, 
j?,  \flrikes  hi  mi 

Quick .  ’Dfheart,  ye  damn’d  Je^ebeel,  be  quiet,  you 
had  heft. 

Alarm .  ’Xis  much  againft  my  good  Nature,  but 
- — -  Lflrikes  him  agen • 

Quick.  But  what,  ye  Devil,  but  what - ■ 

are  yc  bewitch’d.  [ rubs  himfelf,  j£ 

Serv ,  The  Stars  will  have  itfo.  iflrikes  him • 
Quick.  ’Cons,  the  Stars. 
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Alarm .  Do  but  confent  to  marry  me,  and  be  a  j 
Duke.  •  , 


Lflrikes  him . 
C jlrikes  him • 


QuicQ  Ye  Crack-brain’d  Ideot. 

Serv ,  Of  Twittenbam. 

Quick .  Very  well,  Witch. 

Serv.  Mortlack. 

Quick.  Fiends  and  Furies- — - 
Alarm.  And  Brainford,  upon  my  Honour.  ’TisJ 
pity  Love  puts  on  fo  rough  a  Vifage,  but  5tis  the |  ^ 
Fate’s  Decree,  and  I  muft - -  (beats  him  flill.  |  r 


t! 


Quic.  The  Devil  brain  ye!  ’Sdeath  ftand  off,  for> 
if  I  get  into  ye,  I  will  fo  rattle  your  Bones,  ye  ( 
mouldy,  mifehievous,  wither’d,  worm-eaten - - 


Enter  Fulvia  and  Numps  in  bafle. 


I 


Fulv.  Loft  !  loft  !  ruin’d  and  undone.  We  are  all 

betray’d  and  difeover’d — - -  How  now,  what’s 

the  Matter  here  ?  (Afaid-fervants  run  out. 

Quick .  A  Sybil,  a  Succubm.  ’Gad  ’tis  -  well  you- 
came  in,  Madam,  I  would  have  try’d  what  Power 
that  Witch  would  have,  when  I  had  drawh  Blood  of 
her. 

Fulv .  What  Witch,  what  does  he  talk  of,  the 

Witchcraft  is  within  yonder,- -  I  tell  ye*  y’are 

ail  betray’d,  Si t  Charles  has  difeover’d  us,/.  .W 
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Quick  t  A  Rag,  a  Nightmare -  What’s 

that  you  fay,  Madam,  difcover’d,  what’s  difcover’d. 

(changing  his  Tone. 

Fulv.  We,  we,  all  of  us.  Some  Devil  or  other 
has  betray’d  us,  and  difcover’d  all  our  Defign  to 
Sir  Charles  and  the  Do&or,  whom  I  overheard  juft 
now  threatning  fuch  unmerciful  Punishments  to  you 
and  poor  Numps  there,  that  it  almoft  diftratted  me 
to  hear  ’em. 

1 Vumps.  Ralph ,  Tom  and  Cbriftopher,  and  all  the 
Servants  of  the  Houfe  are  call’d  up  for  no  good  I 
fear,  ’Odfwokers,  look,  look,  fee  if  that  plaguy 

Word  will  leave  me  now, - .  Would  I  had  never 

learn’d  it. 

Quic  So,  I  find  that  I  have  had  yet  only  a  Sample 
cf  Cudgelling,  the  main  Payment  is  behind  hand, 
I’m  in  a  very  pretty  Condition  ’Faith  ;  but  how 
could  this  be,  M^dam,  ’Sdeath,  who  is  this  Devil 
of  a  Difcovererj  what’s  hia  Name  ? 

Fulv.  That  Sir  Charles  would  not  inform  the  Do- 
£k>r,  being,  as  it  feems,  enjoin’d  him  as  a  Secret ;  yet 
thus  far  told  him,  that  it  was  an  old  Comrade  of 
yours,  and  one  of  your  own  Society. 

Quick.  Cumungton ,  as  I  live!  I  find  it  now,  it  can 
be  no  Devil  e  1  fe  — —  O  Son  of  a  Whore  1  O 
malicious  Dog ! 

Fulv  But  how  he  came  to  know  it,  that's  Witch¬ 
craft  again. 

Marm.  Odsbodikins,  my  Heart  mifgives  me. 
That  I  can  beft  tell,  my  Conjurer’s  Name  was  Cun- 
nington ,  who  promis’d  me  a  Dukedom  for  the  Se¬ 
cret,  and  bound  himfelf  with  an  hundred  Oaths  to 
keep  it,  and  fure  a  Conjurer  has  too  much  Con- 
fcience  to  break  his  Oath  ;  I  muft  go  and  be  better 
fatisfy’d,  for  I’m  in  a  ftrange  Quandary,  as  I’m  a 
Chriilian.  (Exit. 

Quick.  I  (hall  be  made  a  meer  Jeft,  a  Fool  to  all 
the  Town  and  Country;  be  beaten,  pump’d,  and 
for  ought  I  know,  thrown  into  the  Horfe-pond. 

Fulv.  I 
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Fulv.  I  muft  needs  fay,  they  do  threaten  fome 
fuch  Thing,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t. 

j Quick.  They  do;  nay,  ten  to  one,  fome  worfePu- 
nifhment.  Numps,  prithee  contrive  fomething  to 
help  at  a  Pinch  ;  what  (hail  we  do,  hah  ? 

Numps.  Why,  truly  vny  Lord  dela  Foot ,  if  I  might 

advife  your  good  Lordlhip - 

Quick.  Nay,  nay,  pox  on’r,  no  Jokes  now  ;  thou 
know’ftftis  honourable  enough  to  aftiftLovers,iVhwpj,  j 
Numps,  JSfumps ,  Numps,  wh-at  Numps,  I’ll  be  Numps 
no  more,  not  I  ;  my  Name’s  Gregory  Golding ,  an 
Alehoufe-keeper  here  at  Tvoittenham\  'Oons,  I  fhall 
have  my  Bones  broke  here  about  your  Numps^  and 
your  honourable  Lovers ;  would  I  were  well  out  I 
on’c,  ’Odfwokers ;  plague  take  that  Word  too,  j 
would  ’twere  bang’d. 

Fulv.  I  find  Numps  would  hardly  undertake  me 
now  folded  up  in  a  Letter.  j 

Quick.  ’SdeatN  here  they  come !  All  Contrivance,  j 
is  in  vain  too,.  I  find  [  muft  bear  it. 

Fulv.  Nay,  I  am  almoft  in  as  bad  a  Cafe,  for  I 
fhall  be  tjez’d  out  of  my  Life  by  Sir  Charles  and  the 
young  Blockhead  now  :  But  come,  let’s  A£t  it  to  the 
laft,  my  .Lord,  let’s  play  our  Parts  well,  how¬ 
ever. 

Numps.  A  Vengeance  on’t,  I  fhall  make  a  hopeful 
Part  of  mine,  I  believe. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  Guiacum,  and  Chrifiophcr. 
Guiac.  Manage  you  your  Daughter,  Sir  Charles , 
whilft  I  confront  this  Rafcal.  Your  Servant,  my 
noble  Lord.  [to  Quick. 

jCuick.  [flaring  madly’]  Is  Mop  fa  come  from  the 
black  Stigian  Fields,  where  yearly  range  the  Cows 
of  Proferpine ,  Tib ,  White  horn,  Colly ,  Rcdrofe,  Smut, 
and  BUncko  ;  fee  where  Pne  fits  ftroking  the  fwelling 
Teats,  and  takes  Infernal  Cream  in  Pails  of  Agate. 
Guiac.  Rare  counterfeiting  Rafcal !  [• afide. 

Sir  Chir.  How  does  my  Daughter,  do  the  Lovers 
teize  her  ftill;  where’s  the  Reverend  Mr.  Tickle- 
text)  and  the  Worfhipful  Mr.  Alderman  Niggle ,  ha  ? 

Fulv »  [ flaring 


A  Woman  once  in  the  Right  45 

Fulv.  I  flaring  too ]  There,  there  he  is,  he  (hakes 
his  Gold  Chain  at  me,  and  pulls  out  his  Hair  Purfe 
with  fifty  Pieces,  thinking  to  bribe  my  Vertue,  ah 
*  I’ll  have  none  on’t,  ah  *  y’are  an  old  Fellow,  a- 
vaunt,  avaunt,  ah*,  ah.  [*  Jbrieks  out. 

Sir  Char.  Oh  ftrange  !  Why,  Dcttor,  (he  grows 
worfe  and  worfe. 

Guiac .  Extremely  ill,  Sir,  I  have  bee;i  very  much 
deceiv’d  in  her,  I  fee  now  I  muft  be  forc’d  to  tye 
her  in  her  Bed,  and  give  her  a  Purge  or  two  oF  Sand 
and  Snow-Water  to  abate  this  Heat,—  (he  (hall  take 
it  to  Night. 

Fulv.  The  Devil  (hall  have  you  firft.  [afide* 

Guiac .  And  as  for  my  Lord  there,  I  fee  his  Fit 
increafes  too,  and  I  muft  be  fevere  with  him.  Go, 
Cbriflopher ,  get  the  Gives  and  Fetters  ready,  and  call 
the  reft  of  your  Pel  ows,  as  I  order’d,  tell  the  Sur¬ 
geon  too,  I’ll  have  the  Skin  of  my  Lord's  Head  flead 
off,  and  rubb’d'with  Salt  and  Vinegar. 

Quick.  Oft  Lord - — ■ 

Guiac .  His  Lordfhip  has  a  wond’rous  hot  Pate,  Til 
t  cool  it  with  a  Vengeance.  You,  Friend,  [to Humps'] 

1 1  think  are  fomewhat  craz’d  too  ;  but  *tis  but  (light, 

1  a  good  found  Whipping  three  Times  round  the  Or. 

!  chard  will  fet  you  right,  Numps. 

Humps.  Ah,  no  Humps ,  an’c  like  your  Worfhip, 
no  Humps,  I’m  a  poor  Twitenbam.yA&n,  meerly  drawn 
in,  as  L  hope  to  be  favM 

Guiac.  Flow  does  your  Pulfe  beat  now,  my  Lord, 

humph - d’ye  know  me  yet,  am  I  a  Devil,  or.  a 

Recorder  ?- - -Speak,  I  know  your  Cure  is  perfect. 

Quick.  Why  then,  ’faith  Doftor,  I  thank  ye,  I’m 
as  well  as  ever  I  was  in  all  my  Life.  [Briskly. 

Numps .  And  I  too,  Odfwokcrs, -  agen - — 

would  the  Devil  had  that  Word. 

Sir  Chur,  But  Fuhia  there  fays  nothing,  her  Di- 
(ftemper  reigns  ftilh 

Fulv .  No,  ’faith  now  I  think  on’t.  I’m  perfe&iy 
cur’d  too.  [in  a  brisk  Tone]  Come,  Sir  Charles,  and 
.*  Doctor,  ’tis  but  aFrolick,  a  TryalofWit,  you  fee; 
,  hang't, 
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foang’t,  pafs  it  by  for  once,  and  give  ’em  their 
Liberty. 

Guiac.  Not  too  fall,  good  Madam.  Within  there, 
ho,  [Enter  Servants]  See  tnefe  Two  well  beaten, 
pump’d  and  tofs’d  in  a  Blanket,  for  fear  of  a  Re- 
lapfe,  and  then  difeharge  ’em. 

Sir  Char,  Let  ’em  be  Twing’d  to  fome  purpofe — - 
Go  get  you  in.  I’ll  fpeak  with  you  anon.  [£**'*  Fulv 

guick.  Nay,  nay,  Sir  Chiles,  what  for  a  Trick  ol 
Wit,  *tw as  but  a  Trick  of  Wit,  ’faith  Do&or. 

Guiac.  Oh,  Sir,  your  Wit  is  out  of  its  Sphere 
now;  and  to  fet  it  right,  I  am  oblig’d  to  cudgel  y<| 
by  my  Profefiion.  Away  with  ’em. 

Nutnps,  This  comes  of  a&ing  Numps)  a  Plague 
o’  your  A&ing.  [They  are  pull* d  out 

Sir  Char,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  farewell  my  good  Lord  d, 
la  Fool ,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Guiac.  ’Twas  cunningly  afted  of  the  Rogues 
but  now.  Sir  Charles^  what’s  to  be  done  with  the 
Lady? 

Sir  Char.  Keep  her  clofe  up  till  you  hear  furthe 
fronvme  Take  heed  of  Vilitants,  and  more  mac 
Lords,  Do&or ;  I’ll  go  and  prepare  her  once  mor 


for  my  Son,  and  put  the  Cafe  home  to  her,  and  he 
Ingratitude  5  it  may  be  the  difeorery  of  this  Plot 


and  her  fmall  Hopes  of  ferving  her  own  Humour 
may  make  her  yield  to  mine  :  But  if  (he  be  ftub 
born, 


t 


She  (ball  have  Caufe  to  curfe  each  tedious  Flour , 
And  know,  too  latey  by  me,  a  Guardian’s  Power, 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Sir  Quibble,  Stock  job  and  Cunnington. 

Stock.  Come,  come,  ’twas  but  a  Joke,  ’twas  n 
more,  ’faith.  Squire  Thomas  feems  to  be  a  very  he 
neft  Gentleman,  and  a  lover  of  Bufinefs.  Prithe 
Sir^r dbble  come  in  agen,  and  cake  t’other  Glafs,  an 
fo  forth* 
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Sir  Quib.  A  fcandalous  Fallow  to  fay  l  Vitas  an 
Hermaphrodite;  to  make  a  Monfter*  a  Devil,  I 
can’t  tell  what  of  me  ;  to  di  (grace  me  before  the 
Ladies;  but  this  (han’t  get  the  Heirefs  from  me  j 
I  know  his  Drift  well  enough,  it  (han’t  do,  i*ll  fay’t. 

Stock  Come,  come,  prithee  come  in  agen. 

Sir  Quib.  Pray  excule  me,  Sir,  I  promifed  my 
Mother  to  come  home  to  Supper  ;  and  I  know  her 
Heart  goes  a  Pit-a^paf,  if  I’m  never  fo  little  out  of 
her  Sight,  for  fear  1  (hould,  be  ftole  or  come  to  any 
Harm;  befides,  I  muft  tell  ye  plainly,  I  don’t  like 
the  Company.  I’ll  drink  a  Glafs  here  with  this  ho- 
neft  Gentleman,  if  you  pleafe,  butl  would  not  come 
in  agen  fora  Thoufand  Pounds. 

Stock.  Well,  ir.y  comical  Friend,  do  you  entertain 
the  Knight  then,  I  muft  go  mind  my  Guefts  within. 
Hey,  bring  fame  Wine  there -  [.Exit  Stockjob 

Cunn.  This  is  one  of  the  filly  Heirefs-ftealers  of 
t’other  fide.  I’ll  banter  the  Fool. 

Sir  jguib.  Your  Servant,  Sir,  by  your  Difcourfe 
within,  Sir,  I  perceive  that  you  are  a  great  Ira* 
veHer„ 

Cum.  I  have  feen  l  tink  dis  Globe,  I  mean  £2*. 
'repe^  jlfie .  jAfrick,  Jh-nerick-,  or  fo;  dat  is  all. 

Sir  j^uib.  That  is  all  indeed,  Sir,  y«.  u  muft  ride 
upon  the  Dog  Star,  as  the  mad  Song  fays,  if  you 
would  fee  more. 

i  Cunn.  SiFe  l  haft  feen  m  ch  mare,  I  have  oh. 
fv  rve  too  de  Globe  Celeftial  ;  I  have  been  fo  high  as 
to  hang  my  Hat  upon  one  Horn  of  de  Moon,  and 
have  ton fh  de  North  Pole  vid  min  -Finger. 

Sir  guib.  With  your  Finger,  Sir,  your  Servant 
sgen,  Si r ;  Why  that’s  very  ftrange,  I’ll  fay’t. 

Cunn.  Sire,  I  have  live  in  de  Moon-world  fome 
time,  de  Emp  rour  is  de  ver  proud  Monarch,  and 
keep  de  Subjed  in  great  Awe  ;  dc  People  dere  are 
ike  de  Pigmy,  de  Mans  and  Womans  not  bajfh 
Yard  high,  but  generally  wife  and  ver  great  polk 
3  :icians.  '' 
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Sir  Qulb.  Odfdiggers,  this  is  a  moft  excellent 
Fellow;  and  pray,  Mr,  don’t  thofe  Politicians  of  the 
"Moon  take  us  English  Politicians  for  mad  Fellows, 
ha  ? 

Cunn .  Yes  truly  dey  do  tink  that  you  be  all  mad 
indeed. 

Sir  Quib,  Prithee  what  Women  are  there?  Do 
they  drefs  their  Heads  as  our  Cocking  Ladies  do 
here,  I  wonder  ? 

Cunn,  No,  no,  de  Womans  dere  have  no  Head  at 
all,  de  Face  hand  vere  de  Breaft  fhould,  and  de 
Mouth  is  de  Navel 

Sir  Quib%  Oh,  Lord,  there  muft  ftrange  killing, 
I’ll  fay’c. 

Cunn.  De  Creation  was  ver  wife  in  dat ;  no  Wo¬ 
mans  is  Puffer  to  have  Head  dere,  forfear  (he  fhould' 
plot  'Mifchief. 

Sir  Quib,  Fla  ha,  ha,  IT*  fay’t  an  admirable  Rea- 
fon  too.  But  pray,  Sir,  now  let’s  get  down  from  the 
Moon  a  little  ;  and  fince  you  have  obtervd  all  the 
People  and  Cities  in  the  World,  pray.  Sir,  when  was 
you  la  ft  at  London? 

Cunn.  Vu  n  de  Sun  came  laft  Poft  from  de  Anti-  ; 
podi,  d is  Morning  d is  Morning. 

Sir  Quib,  Hj,  ha,  ha,  very  pretty  agen,  I  U  fay’t:  j 
Why  then,  ten  to  one  but  you  have  all  the  Paflages  i 
of  the  Town  at  your  Finger’s  ends,  and  I’ll  fay’t,  I 
long  to  hear  ’em.  Prithee  what  do  they  do  at  Court 
now7,  hah  ? 

Cunn,  Vy  dey  come,  fcrape  and  look  ver  fharp  ; 
den  whifper  de  Friend  in  de  Corner,  and  talk  Polir 
■tick  one  half  Hour,  den  ogle  du  and  make 
ver  low  Bow,  den  comb  de  Peruke,  take  Snuff, and: 
fcrape  out  agen,  dat  is  all. 

Sir  j Quib.  Ha,  ha,  ha, -  that’s  very  like  a 

Courtier,  1*11  fay’t  Come,  come,  now  for  the 
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City,  whatare  our  Men  of  Gravity  doing? 

Cunn,  Why  fait,  dey  follow  ft  ill  deir  old  Cuftora, 
dat  is,  contrive  to  (heate  one  anoder  ?  dey  dat  have 
no  Stock  for  Trade,  make  ufe  of  de  Stock  of  Impu¬ 
dence 
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dence,  and  iign  Policy  to  lay  Wager,  fo  make  four, 

|  five  (heating  Bargain  over  Night,  and  ver  fairly 
)  break  and  ran  away  next  Morning. 

Sir  Qu'rb.  Well  laid  agen,  Pfakins;  ’Gad  this  is  a 
plaguy  (harp  Fellow  :  but  come  now,  for  our  Places 
!  of  Diverfion  ;  Prithee  how  go  Humours  at  the 
Mufick-Meeting  and  Play  Houfe  ? 

Cunn,  As  for  de  Humour  amongft  all  de  reft,  I 
only  obferve  tre  fort,  d a t  is,  de  Beau,  de  Coquet, 
and  de  pidler  ;  de  Beau  dere  m  ;ke  de  fine  Song  to 
lhew  his  Wit;  de  Coquet  fay  fbe  admire  de  Beau, 
but  laugh  behind  his  Back;  de  1- idler  he  perform 
his  Mulick,  take  de  Money,  and  begar  laugh  at 
de:n  both. 

Sir ‘Quib.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well,  1*11  fay’t,  1 11  give  my 
Mother  the  Slip  fome  time  or  other,  and  go  and 
fee  the  Humours  there,  pm  refolv’d  *  but  come  now 
for  the  Play- Houfe. 

Cunn .  Noting,  noting;  dere  is  noting  dere  pour 
Raillery,  but  de  Whore  and  de  Critick,  and  two 
tre  dozen  of  old  mufty  Orange-Wench  that  ride  up«* 
on  your  Back,  while  de  Mufic^  play. 

Sir  Quib .  ’Odfdiggers,  fo  they  us’d  to  ferve  me. 
I’ll  fay’r.  Well,  but  hark’e  now,  let’s  be  a  fttle 

ferious -  I  muff  know  one  Thing  more  ;  hark’c 

Uo  you  ever  go  to  Church,  pray  Friend  ? 

Cunn .  Utnph,  Church  ! 

Sir Quib,  Ay,  ay.  Does  Devotion  thrive  ?  ■■  . . . 

I  know  you  muff  obferve  fomething  of  that  too. 

Cunn,  No  faft,  dere  you  pofe  me  ;  tor  to  fpeak 
Truth,  like  good  Chriftian,  I  have  not  fee  de  infide 

of  one  Shurch  d is - fixteen  Year;  and  Begar  I 

find  de  Town  ver  niufh  of  my  Humour;  de  People 
and  de  Prieft  iriai-e  de  grand  Difference;  he  can 
fay  ver  little  or  noting  dat  dey  believe,  and  dey, 
Begar,  vill  do  noting  vat  he  advife  ;  fo  I  never 
trouble  de  Shurch  at  all. 

Sir  Qjuib.  1*11  fay’t,  an  admirable  Perfon  too  ! 
Well,  dear.  Signior,  you  have  fo  much  oblig’d  me. 

Fa  '  that 


;o  The  Richmond  Heirefs  :  Or, 

that  if  you  pleaft  to  come  to  my  Houfe,  you  fhad 
find  every  Day  a  Welcome  that——* 

Enter  Tom  Romance  huffily, 

T.  l{cm.  W  by  Cunnhigton^  Cunn'.ngton ,  what  a  De¬ 
vil  art  thou  doing  ?  [ fpraks  entring . 

S\t  Quib.  Is  your  Name  Cunningxon,  Sir? 

Cunn.  Yes  ’faith,  fi  ;  but  I  know  I  fhall  be  wel¬ 
come  to  your  Boufefor  all  that,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

T  Row.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  V.  hat  has  the  Hermaphro¬ 
dite  been  banter’d  agen  ?  Harha,  ha  ? 

Sir  Quib.  *^lid  there’s  Tome  Trick  in  this  j  Odf- 
diggers,  come  near  my  Houfe, and  I’ll  fet  my  Dogs 
at  ye.  A  Plague,  here  come  more  of ’em;  I  fhall 
be  laugh’d  to  Dea»:h  if  (  day,  I’ll  fay’t.  ’O*  ns, 
Cuming  ton,  1  (hculd  have  been  robb’d  or  ravifh’d  in 
a  Week’s  time.  [Exit  Sir  Quib. 

Enter  Stock  job. 

Cunn.  You  come  a  little  too  foon  ;  for  I  was  juft 
g  -ing  to  pump  him  him  about  the  Heirefs. 

T,  Row,  Phoo,  Pox  (he’s  fecure  enough,  Boy  ; 
but  \  have  forne  frefh  Play  in  rry  Plead  ;  now  Stock - 
fib'%  Wife,  ye  Rogue.  Here  fhe  comes,  .’Gad  take 
me,  I’ll  give  her  my  Bitfet  deux  prefenrly. 

Enter  Sqceamidi,  Hotfpur  and  Mrs.  Stockjob. 

Squeaw.  O  horrid  !  Couiln,  why  d’ye  bring  me 
into  all  this  Company,  efpecially  where  that  Fellow 
is,  for  I’m  certainly  inform’d,  ’t was  that  horrid 
Fellow  that  writ  the  lad  Lampoon  upon  the  Wells. 

Mrs,  Stockj  Have  de  Paciencg  Cou'in,  me  fhall 
find  out  dat  prefentiy.  Hark’e,  Sir,  you  damn’d 
EngJiJh  Poltroon,  dare  you  abufe  de  Lady  ;  dare  you 
make  de  damtn  Lampoon,  hah  ? 

Cunn.  Not  f,  Madam,  you  are  the  mod  midaken 
in  the  World. 

Squeam.  Not  that  I  value  the  little  Malice,  but 
to  fee  the  Beadiality  of  the  Fellow.  I  kept  my 
felf  fo  referv’d,  Coufin,  all  this  Summer  to  avoid 
Cenfure,  that  I  refus’d  to  receive  Yifus  from  any 

Man 
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Man  under  the  Age  of  Sixty  nine,  nor  ever  went 
any  whither  but  to  Church  ;  and  if  they  did  not 
Lampoon  me  for  that  too,  I’m  no  '  hriftian 

T.  Rom  l  muft  get  the  Rogue  off - ’Gad  take  ~ 

me,  Madam,  I  have  \ to  Mrs  Scockjob]  fuch  a  Va¬ 
lue  for  your  Wit  and  Beauty,  that  upon  my  Ho¬ 
nour,  I  would  not  deceive  you  in  any  Thing,  and 
I  aflure  you  he  is  innocent  of  the  Matter,  therefore 
let  me  defire  you  to  turn  the  Difcourle,  PH  inform  * 
ye  more  hereafter. 

Mrs  Stockj,  Ah  Monfieur,  *tis  impofiible  for  me 
to  doubt  a  Perfon  of  fuch  Merit,  and  fo  well  ac-  - 
compiifh’d  as  your  felf.  Ccufin,  l  am  [to  sqe.amifh] 
inform,  by  d is  Gentleman,  dat  we  are  under  de  - 
grand  Miftake. 

Hotfp.  She  inform’d  by  that  Puppy,  then  they’re 
familiar  I  find.  . 

Mrs  Stock j  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon  vid  all  mine 
Heart;  1  underftand  you  are  de  ver  ingenious  Per-  - 
fon,  and  underftand  de  Lady’s  Affair. 

Squeam.  Nav,  I  can’t  pofhively  affirm  he  was  the »• 
Perfon,  I  confefs  ;  I  only  grounded  my  Sufpicion 
the  more  folidly,  becaufe  of  his  faty  ical  i'hiz.  O  > 
horrid  !  methinks  his  Face  is  a  meer  Lampoon  it  c 
felf. 

Stock j.  Come,  come,  Slapdafh,  and  fo  forth,  let’s  ’ 
reconcile  all  Mi  flakes  with  a  Glafs  ot  Wine  and  a  j 
Song;  I’ve  a  Bowl  of  Punch  ready  within  too.  . 

T.  Rom.  There  fp.  ke  the  S  ul  of  the  Cry,  and  fo  * 
forth.  That  was  done  now  like  a  Mm  of  Intrigue,  g 
[ Puts  a  Note  into  Mrs  Stockjob’r  Boforn  ]  Mv  dear,  , 
dear  Charmer,  ’Gad. take  me  Pve  had  a  Paffion  for 
ye  above  thefe  fix  Months,  and  if  you  don’t  anfwer  r 
my  Billet  deux  there,  l  fhau  dye  that’s  Certain. 

Mrs  Sto/l’i.  Dis  is  de  ver  agreable  Fellow,  but  I  l 
muft  fhow  de  Cunning,  acd  not  yield  too  foon ,[ajjitle. 

O  fie,  fie,  Monfieur.  [  am  fure  you  miftave  me,  l  i 
am  not  de  Perfon,  5t is  impofiible  dat  l - -  — 

T.  Rom ,  Not  Che  Perfon,  by  this  dear  Hand,  . 
chert’s  no  Perfon  in  the  World  but. you  has  the 

F  3  .5  Powex  r 


The  Richmond  Heirefs  :  Or , 

Power  to  charm  my  Heart,  your  Eyes  have  made- 
me  a  very - 

Hotfp,  A  very  Fop,  Rafcal,  Dog-bolt—  Come 
draw,  draw..  Buffoon,  1*11  teach  you  to  be  fawcy 
with  Women  in  my  Company. 

Stock j,  Hey,  Slapdalh,  what  a  plague’s  the  Matter 
now  ?  Keep  the  Peace  there  ;  hey  day,  is  the  Devil 
in  ye  all,  and  fo  forth.  [Exit, 

[Figk't  here,  and  Tom  Romance  <j«iShinken  an 
«  beaten  off,  the  Women  Jhrzek  and  run  out ... 

SCENE.  Ill- 

Enter  Sir  Quibble,  Frederick  and  Quickwit. 

Fred,  Death  and1  Confufion,  Cunnington  difcover 
the  plot.  Why  how  was  it  pofiible  he  fhould  come 
to  know  it? 

Quick.  Nay,  that  Piece  of  Witchcraft  I  am  yet  to 
conjure  for?  but  I  can  affure  you  the  Beating  was 
fubnantial,  and  fo  had  the  Blanket  been  too,  it  fame 
of  Sir  Quibble’ s  Gold  had  notbiib’d  off  two  of  the 
Grooms  \  but  come,  Sir,  take  Heart,  for  though  my 
Brains  have  taken  occafion  hitherto  to  difoblige  my 
Bones  a  little,  I  have  another  Plot  leftyet.,  notonly 
to  make  my  Revenge  per  fed  upon  Cunnington ,  but 
to  fecure  you  the  Lady  ;  for  fince  I  have  underta¬ 
ken  it,  you  fha  11  have  her,  though  the  great  Devil, 
and  all  his  little  Imps,  confpired  againft  me. 

Fred.  Pox,  what  vexes  me  moft  is,  ’ris  grown- 
the  common  Town  Talk,  and  they  have  it  at  the 
Gcff*e  Houfe  as  familiar  as  the  Gazette. 

Sir  Quib,  Prithee  how  didftdo  to  aft  the  Mad° 
man  ?  lil  fay’t.  I’d  have  given  an  hundred  Guineas- 
to  have  feen  thee  a  little.  Prithee  how- didft  look  ? 
and  what  d  id  It  fay,  I  wonder?  and  when  did  the 
Lady  come  in  with  her  Story  ?  and  which  way  ?  and- 
upon  what  account  ?  and  wherefore?* 

Quick,  And  wherefore,  good  Sk,  come  away 
■quitKiy  and  fetch  the  Guineas  you  promis’d,  for  T 

fliall. 
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ftiall  have  occafion  for  a  Bribe  or  two,  to  carry  on 
the  Affair.  Farewell,  I  fee  Company  coming,  flay. 

C Exit  Sir  Quib.  and  Quick. 

Enter  Sophronia  roith  a  Book, 

Fred*  Hah!  am  l  fallen  into  this  fatyrical  Devil’s' 
Clutches  too,  then  l  am  like  to  have  a  rare  brea¬ 
thing  fori  perceive  bv  that  malicious  Smile,  with 
which  (he  mocks  her  felf,  that  (he  has  heard  t»fthis 
late  Bufinef,  and  is  as  pleas’d,  I  warrant,  as  pros¬ 
perous  Malice  can  make  a  Woman,  w*  en  (he  has  an 
Opportunity  of  being  reveng’d.  Well,  I  am  re- 
folv'd  to  Hand  the  Brunt  now,  come  what  will  on’t, 

I  fee  (he*s  prepar’d  for  the  Affault,  and  to  beat 
her  out  of  her  Guard,  I’ll  brgin  firfl.  What  al¬ 
ways  \to  her]  reading.  Madam,  flill  affronting  Man¬ 
kind,  by  invading  their  Province  of  Knowledge  5 
fie,  this  is  unnatural;  a  Lady  fhould  no  more  pre¬ 
tend  to  a  Book,  than  a  Sword,  neither  of  ’em  are 
proper  for  her  Sphere  of  Aftivity. 

Soph,  This  only  excepted,  Sir;  this  is  a  Treatife 
proper  for  all  degrees  of  People.  *T is  call’d,  Sir,' 
an  Hofpital  for  Fools,  where  the  mofl  diftemper’d' 
of  that  fort  (hall  be  cur’d,  or  at  lead  put  into  a 
good  way.  What  think  ye.  Sir,  (hall  I  fend  it 
ye,  you  may  chance  to  have  fome  apifh  Humour  in 
your  Brain,  or  fome  foolifh  Aft  in  your  Body,  that*: 
may  want  a  good  Remedy. 

Fred .  Oh,  I  thank  ye.  Madam,'  but  muff  beg 
|  your  Excufe.  To  take  a  Recipe  from-  a  Female 
Phyfician,  to  cure  a  Det'cft  in  the  Brain,  that’s  a 
;  good  one  ’faith :  Why  that’s  the  way  to  make  a 
!  Man  flark  Mad  indeed;  and  as  for  my  Body,  i' 
had  as  live  take  an  old  Pur  blind  Country  Nurfe,. 

1  if  I  had  a  mortal  Bruife,  or  Palfy,  and  I  were  cer¬ 
tain  to  have  the  Scandal  of  a  Cripple  upon  me  all 
the  Days  of  my  Life  after. 

i  Soph,  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean  by  your  Bruife  . 
or  Palfy  ;  but  confidering  your  general  Didemper 

I  of  Body,  ’twould  be  a  greater  Scandal  to  the  Nurfe. 
r  to  take. ye  in. Hand. 

Fred,  Very 
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Fred  Very  fine!  well,  certainly  there  is  not  ano¬ 
ther  fo  vain  a  Thing  in  Nature,  as  a  Woman  that 
UJiip poles  her  felf  a  Wit  ;  fhe  fancies  all  the  World 
Isn u ft  truckle  to  her  Wit,  and  admire  her  Perfon 
Shd  Wit,  tho*  the  Wit’s  as  envious  as  a  W itch,  and 
often  as  ugly. 

Soph  That  might  be  a  Farit  indeed  in  the  laft 
Age  ;  but  in  this  I  never  met  with  any  cf  your 
Town  Crew,  that  have  W7 it  enough  tocaufe  Envy. 

Fred,  [f  there’s  any  one  Fool  enough  to  love  her, 
fhe’ll  make  him  a  meer  Changeling,  and  like  a  lit¬ 
tle  fullen  Chit  of  five  Years  old,  deny  herfelf  the 
MoTel  fhe  loves,  only  to  teize  and  vex  another, 
wfien  at  the  fame  time  her  Mouth  waters,  and  fhe’s 
ready  to  fbrve  for  Hunger.  This,  I  think  touches 
your  Ladifhip’s  C  opy.hold  a  little  ;  but  much  good, 
may’tdoye  with  your  fulhn  Fit,  I  know  you’ll  get 
a  Husband  and  a  vaft  Fortune  by’t. 

Soph.  Well,  Sir,  not  to  be  behind  Hand  in  your 
Frumps,  much  good  may  it  do  you  with  your  rich 
Heirefs  5  you’ll  get  a  Wife  and  a  prodigious  fortune 
by  her,  J  hear  too. 

Fred .  Ah,  Cu;fe  on  her,  I  find  fhe  knows  all. 

\  Jfide. 

Soph ,  For  my  part,  it  were  unreafonable  for  me  . 
to  expert  you  to  be  confiant  to  my  fmall  Merit, 
when  you  had  fuch  a  tempting  Lump  as  Fifty 
thoufand  Pounds  to  cherifh  your  Hopes  withal. < 
Fifty  thoufand  Pounds,  ’Dslife,  there’s  ne’er  a 
Beau  fiom  covent  Garden  <  hurch  to  the  Tower  of 
Zondo»,  but  fhail  give  his  little  Corpfe  to  the  De«  ~ 
vif;  every  Hour  of  the  Day  for’c; 

Fred.  Nor  ne’er  a  Lady  that  frequents  the  Park, 
Play  houfe  or  Mufick-meeting,  but  (hall  marry  a  . 
Thing  one  degree  remov’d  from  a  Baboon  fpr  half  as  > 
much. 

Soph.  By  which  I  find,  Sir,  you  are  not  out  of  * 
Hopes.  I  dare  fwear,  you  think  your  felf  above  one 
degree  remov’d,  tho*  yo  r  laft  mad  Plot  upon  the 
Heirefs  has  given  the  World  fome  ftran&e  Sufpicions  - 
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to  the  contrary.  On  my  Conference  yru’ll  return 
to*ne  again,  Sir,  you’ll  have  f  me  Qualm  or  ether 
come  over  ye  fhortly  ;  then  get  Crunk,  and  with  a 
hind  of  maudlirgRepentance  come  to  beg  my  Pardon. 

Fred.  So  far  from  it,  that  I  rather /ear  1  /hall  hav  e 
ye  at  my  Levy  every  Morning  fhortly,  wkh  a  piti¬ 
ful  Peti  ion,  imploring  my  Chaiiry  to  be  flow  on  ye 
the  Remains  of  Matrim  ny. 

Scph,  The  Remains,  Sir  I  have  Arirhmecick  e- 
nough  to  l  now.  that  take  Nothing  fiom  Not!  irg, 
and  there  remaiis  No:hing:  Ft  tides,  a  married 
Town  Eeau  keeps  always  a  Mi  Li’s  Table  ;  there  is 
fo  little  for  his  own  Family, that  he  never  getsT  hanks, 
cr  a  BldTing,  from  any  one  that  (hall  expert  his 
Remains,  take  that  from  me.  Sir. 

Fred,  Very  well,  M  dam,  rally  on,  rally  on,  and 
enjoy  your  Wit,  you  have  my  free  leave,  w'hilft  I 
erjoy  Fulvio.  and  Fifty  thou  fund  Pounds,  and  fo 
farewell;  and  *5deat.h,  fuch  another  full  Thruft, 
and  I  were  gone  to  aB  Intents  and  Purposes.  [Exit. 

Foph.  He’s  gone,,  and  tears  my  Heart  firings  as 
Whilft  I  have  only  the  poor  Confolation  [he  goes. 
Of  a  feign’d  Mirth,  to  hide  my  real  Sorrow, 

For  ftilld  love  this  bafe  ingrateful  V  retch, 

Falfe  as  he  is,  and  full  of  all  the  Mifchkfs  of  his  Sex, 
I  love  him  ftill,  and  have  no  Peace  without  him  ; 
But  can  l  love  a  Man  thatfeorns  my  Love; 

That  poorly  offers  up  Wit,  Beauty,  Merit, 

A  Trophy  to  the  fold  id  Ido!,  Money  ; 

Can  I.love  fuch  a  Man  and  own  it  too; 

No,  I  will  rather  poyfon,  fbb  or  drown  j 
Revenge  my  felf  on  my  unlucky  felf ; 

Do  a  '1  hir  g  barbarous  beyond  my  Sex, 

Rather  than  this  bafe  Man  fhould  know  I  love  him. 

Eyes  dry ,  dry  your  Tears ,  and  keep  the  Secret  :n> 
Whatever  Grief  I  feel,  let  none  be  feen , 

Tho*  the  fir  ong  Paffion  ne'er  fo  powerful  grow , 

Eli  choak  with  Loveprather  than  let  him  know ;  [Ex« 

The  End  of  the  Third  Aft*] 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Mrs.  Stockjob  and  Squeamifh. 

S$uean7.  me,  come,  Coufin,  you  nui  ft  give 

.me  leave  to  tell  ye,  I  underftand  an 
Intrigue  as  well  as  an  older  Perfon,  to  let  a  young 
he&orly  Fellow  fhew  he  has  fo  much  Command  o. 
ver  ye,  as  to  dare  to  quarrel  and  expofe  ye  in  Com¬ 
pany.  O  filthy,  it  fhews  a  Familiarity  too  faucy 
for  civil  Converfation  5  I  hope,  Coufin,  you  have  not 
been  particular  with  the  Fellow. 

Mrs. Stock.  Vat  you  mean  by  dat  Coufin;  vat  is 
particular  ? 

Scream.  Oh  horrid,  I  hope  you  won’t  put  me  to 
the  Fatigue  of  a  Blufh,  by  telling  the  naufeous 
Meaning,  that  were  to  deferve  to  be  lampoon’d  in-  j 
deed  ;  when  a  Man  is  particular  with  a  Woman,  I  , 
think  there  is  no  great  need  of  a  Sophifter  to  ex. 
plain  the  Meaning, 

Mrs.  Stockj.  Vel,  vel,  Pox  take  de  Particular,  j 
dat  is  all  one,  I  allure  you  I  have  done  vid  him  ' 
now,  and  vil  encourage  dat  fine  young  Gentleman,  J 
dat  talk  and  bow,  and  rail v  fo  vel  en  Francois  ;  me  0 
no  endure  de  Huff,  de  Bounce,  de  brutal  Way  of 
Love  no  longer.  Dear  Monlieiir  Romance  is  alt 
French,  all  Talk,  all  Mr,  all  Gallantry  ;  and  de  oder  j  % 
Gentleman  dat  fpeak  de  Welch,  is  ver  fine  Perfon  1I!, 
who,  I  prefume,  Coufin,  has  de  extream  Inclinati¬ 
on  to  have  de  Intrigue  vid  you.  ty 

Squeatn.  An  Intrigue  with  me!  Oh  filthy  Fellow,  i  ^ 
that’s  a  worfer  Abufe  than  any  has  yet  been  put  up.  ;  U 
on  me,  for  he’s  the  veriefi  Fop  in  Nature. 

for 
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Mrs.  Stock.  Fop,  Oh,  won  Dieu  !  vac  and  worth 
Twenty  thoufand  Pounds,  dats  impoffible1  Oh, 
he  is  de  ver  fine  Perfon,  and  has  de  greateft  Tender 
!for  you,  Coufin. 

Squeam .  Oh  fogh,  I  fhall  be  lampoon’d  about  him 
in  a  Weak’s  time,  Fll  lay  my  Life  on’t :  Oh,  hor¬ 
rid,  I'll  go  and  lock  my  felf  up.  But  are  you  fure 
he’s  worth  Twenty  thoufand  Pounds,  Coufin. 

£ Changing  Tone. 

Mrs.  Stock].  Allurement,  and  vil  make  good  Set¬ 
tlement,  vich  is  ver  much  as  Times  go.  See  here 
deycome  vid  Monfieur  Stock jo£,who  I  have  wheedled 
fo,  and  mike  fuch  great  Pool,  that  he  vil  believe  no¬ 
ting  againft  me  V'Ch  my  order  caft  oiF  Coxcomb  fay.  * 

Enter  Stockjob,  Hotfpur,  T.  Romance,  Shinken,  and 
Singers,  with  a  Bowl  of  Bunch 

Stockj,  Come,  come,  let’s  have  no  Brawling  nor 
Quarrelling,  but  fit  down  lovingly  together,  and 
help  off  with  the  Bowl,  and  fo  forth.  What  Pogry, 
my  Deer,  my  Fawn,  my  Pricket  —  and  my 
Coufin  Siffe  too.  Hey,  Slapdafh,  we’ll  all  fit  down 
to’c,  ’faith. 

Mrs  Stockj,  Vat  you  pleafe  Vicky,  ven  de  Hus¬ 
band  command,  de-  Wife  rnuft  always  be  obedient, 
dat  is  but  Reafon. 

SPotfp.  Ah,  fubtle  Witch. 

Stockj,  Come  ’Squire  Thomas,  and  my  Wtlch 
Friend,  pray  fit  round,  here  s  fome  honeft  Friends 
of  mine  will  give  us  a  Catch  in  three  Parts.  Coufin 
Sijfe,  prithee  fit  down,  and  fo  forth. 

Squeam .  Oh  horrid  \  Coufin,  would  you  have  me 
give  fuch  Occalion  to  be  lampoon’d,  as  tofu  drink¬ 
ing  filthy  Brandy  amongft  Men  ? 

Stockj.  Filthy  Brandy  l  Twelve  Shillings  a  Gallon 
by  this  Hand,  and  will  be  the  beft  Commodity  in 

the  Kingdom  fhortly  — -  Hark’ye,  Siffe, 

fuchanother  Word,  and  if  there  be  a  Lampoon  to 
be  got  in  Chriftendom,  and  fo  forth,  I’ll  get  one 
for  thee. 
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Shin .  According  to  Sbinhen' s  Observations,  tlrs  is 
not  Prandy,  look  you,  but  Punch,  which  is  fery 
good  to  raife  Ploods,  and  caufe  Pliiftus  and  Pewtys 
in  fair  Ladies,  look  you  therefore  pray  fic  down,  I 
pray  you  now 

Squettn.  Nay,  pray,  Sir, -  O  Lord - * 

Nay  if  you  will  force  me,  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  am  fo 
aQumed  ;  well  if  I  do,  I’ll  fwear  1*11  drink  in  my 

own  Cup  then - Go,  Ponide,  and  fitch  it, 

it  holds  three  quarters  of  a  Spoonful  juft, 

T.  Epm.  Dear  Madam,  let  me  be  happy  with  your 
fweet  Hand  \  To  Mrs  Stock). 

Hotfip.  You— —  Poltroon.  [Tabes  her  from  h'nn. 

Mrs  Stocky  Vat  ail  de  Ruffian -  [loHotfp.' 

M  onfieur,  f  am  your  moft  devoted.  [To  T.  Rom. 

Ho'fp.  His  moft  devoted.  O  rare  Jilt,  d’ye  fleer. 
Dog* bolt,  I  fhall  have  your  Nofc  anon. 

Enter  Ponade  with  a  very  little  Cup. 

Stocbj.  Come,come,  Slapdafh,  no  more  Grumb’ing 
Will,  but  take  your  Cup,  and  then  let’s  drive  the 
Catch,  and  fo  forth.  [They  fit  down. 

Why,  Coutin  Sijfe^  what  haft  got  there,  an  Acorn 
Cup  ?  Why  a  Flea  may  drink  oft*  th\t,  prithee  take 
one  of  ou:s,  and  fo  forth  [Jtrikes  the  Cup  .out  of 
•  ■  her  Hand. 

S<\ueam.  Oh  horrid  1  not  for  the  World,  the  quan¬ 
tity  of  this  is  enough  fo  fuftbeate  my  Spirits,  as  I 
am  a  Virgin. 

Here  a  Catch  In  three  Paris  in  Piaifie  of  Punch. 

Stoclj ,  By  the  Lord  Mayor,  very  well  perform’d 
Boys,  chol  1,  loll,  loll  Ah.  dickens  ta:<e  it,  it 
won’t  do  now,  yet  I  could  have  fung  my  Sol ,  fa, 

when  I  was  a  Batchelor,  purely,  ’faith  - but 

thefe  wives - thefe  Wives,  Ipoil  all  our  Parts, 

Come,  here's  Profperity  to  the  City  and  Trade, 

[Hctfpur  rife  5  and  gets  behind  Mrs  Stockjob.  j  l 
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Tt  R°m'  And  as  I  was  faying.  Madam.  [To  Mrs 

Hotfp.  And  as  I  was  faying  before'Madam^lw- 

a  1  •  r.-  r  ,  .  her  from  him* 

Airs  Stock].  Sir,  I  have  noting  to  fay  to  you  von 

are  ftrangely  Troublefome.  |  To  Hotfpur.l  ’  Dae 
Uf  agen,  1  befeechyou,  Mohfieur.  [To  T.  Rom 
Stock],  Who  leaves  iiis  Place  there.  Will  honour 
w  lat  a  Plague  doft  /land  brooding  upon  my  Wife 

^!rfcf°r"  pr!thee  fome  take  thy  Cup,  and  let 
forth^Uire  a  °ne’  he  h5S  ^uPlnePs  with  her,  and  Co 

Hot/p-BuCincrs  with  h^r, here’s  a  damn’d  Cuckold!* 

So"  Si:°re,’  3nd  -°  fort.h-  t>  Sgsam. 

,  ^hen  hur  is  in  Wales,  look  you,  bur  could 

drink  fery  goot  Metheglins  with  her  Cou/ia  Cad- 
yaallader ,  at  the  Three  Red  Herrings  and  Green  Leiks 
m  Monmouth  ;  but  now  mice  hur  law  you,vhur  Heart 
has  done  nothing  but  thump,  thump,  and.  then  hur 

f°el‘1sh  ,ofad|y.  Heyhoh,  Ljighs.]  So  that  jfhur 
is  obau rates  and  cruels,  and  will  not  love  Skinkens 
w.iytnen,  alas,  there  is  no  way  for  hur,  look- y  ou 
but  Hey  hoh.  [Hotfpur  teifes  Mrs  Stockjob. 

„  P*  r  'tfes,  and  calls  out  her  Husband. 

Sperm.  Love,  Oh  horrid!  the  very  Word  is 
enough  to  fright  me  into  an  Apoplexy.  Would  he 
would  marry  me  though,  as  I  am  a  Virgin.  \aCide 
Mrs  Stock,.  By  this  Hand,  5  believe  I  could  mate 
Monfieur  lay  forty  Wager,  and  buy  Stock  every 
Hour  If  it  were  not  fordat  rude  Fellow,  da t  coma 
and  dilturb  us 

Stock]  Say’ft  thou  fa,  Slapdtfh,  Gad,  if  I  had 
known  that,  he  fhould  have  found  this  way  to  the 
Loot  oefore  now.  An  uncivil  Perfon  to  come  to  a 
Citizens  Table  and  be  well  entertain'd,  and  vet 
ungratefully  endeavour  to  hinder  Builnefs 
An  idle  Scoiindre1,  to  flop  the  Source,  the  Lde- 

,oo..  o  tne  City,  frade - !Gad  I’ll  complain 

tp  my  !-ord  Mayor  immediatejy. 
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Hotfp .  Now  has  that  French  Devil  told  Tome  Lye 
or  other  of  me,  I  11  lay  my  Life,  H<rk’e,  Dick, 
art  thou  fo  very  blind,  as  not  to  fee  thy  felfab  fed. 
Stock.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  I  do  fee  my  felf  abufed  — 

and  fo  forth - 'Squ-re  Thomas,  prithee  come 

hither,  Look’e,  Pogry  has  inform’d  me.  you  are  a 
very  ingenious  Perfon,  and  lore  Eufinefs  •,  look’e 
what  fhe  does  I’ll  ftand  to,  therefore  pray  go  and  dif- 
courfe  her,  fh  .’s  at  your  Service, 

Hotfp.  O  Wittall  Coxcomb,  what  does  he  mean. 
[  Botfpur  goes  and  hinders  *em,  and  Stockjob  itiierpofes ^ 
Stock,  Pray,  Sir,  no  Interruption. 

Hotfp .  ’Sdeath,  to  fay  publickly  thy  Wifers  at  his 
Service, 

Stock,  Upon  the  Score  of  Trade,  Sir,  and  fo  forth. 
X  know  what  I  do,  I  warrant  you. 

Hotjp,  The  Devils  grin  at  me,  I  have  no  Patience,  - 
Scoundrel,  hands  off.  \hinders,em  agon. 

Stock.  Siapdaih,  hold  her  fail  ’Squire  Thomas,  I 
give  my  Authoriry,  why  this  is  a  Breach  both  of 
our  Charter  and  Cuftoms ;  that  a  Citizen  of  London 
{han’t  have  the  Priviledge  to  difpofe  of  his  own 
Wife,  f  >r  a  Heftorly  Fellow  of  t’other  end  of  Town, 
’Gad  I’ll  complain  to  my  Lord  Mayor,  the  firft 
Thing  I -do, 

Shink.  To  take  the  Wife  from  the  Husband,  be¬ 
fore  his  Face,  is,  more  than  you  can  juftity,  V/iWams9 
that  is  fery  true. 

Hotfp.  Thou  art  a  very  Afs,  .Pox  on  thee  for  a 

crack’d  Welch  Harp,  bold 'your  Jarring,  or - - 

Stock.  No,  no,  I'll  take  a  Courfe  for  this  here¬ 
after.  In  the  mean  time  Pogry,  fince  this  rude  Ma* 
fterlefs  Companion  difturbs  us  here  ;  my  Chamber 
within  is  private,  there  you  may  fettle  Affairs,  and 
fo  forth.  Go.  go  in  with  her,  Squire  Thomas,  and 
becaufc  no  Body  fhall  difturb  you,  I’ll  lock  ye  up  d’ye 
fee,  and  keep  the  Key  my  felf, 

Hotfp.  ’Sdheart,  \  fhall  run  mad.  Why  don’t,  Mad¬ 
man,  wilt  thou  lock  her  up  with  him  too.  [Stock- 

job,  locks  'em  in, 

%  ■.  yr  Stock* 
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Stock,  Upon  the  Score  of  Trade,  and  fo  forth,  I’ll 
fhow  for  once  the  Husband’s  Privilege,  without  your 
leave.  Sir. 

.  Boifp.  Trade,  ay  there’s  a  rare  Trade  going  for¬ 
ward.  Oh  intolerable  Cuckold  ! 

Stock.  ?'ome,  Sir,  you’re  a  fcandalous  t’other  end 
of  the  Town  Fellow,  and  my  Lord  Mayor  fhali  know 
it;  you  (hall  know  that  a  Citizen  of  London  under- 
ffands  what’s  proper  for  Btifinefs,  Co  u  fin  Sifs,  take- 
you  your  Gentleman  into  another  Room  ;  nay,  nay 
no  fqueamifh  Trick  now,  but  go,  fince  ye  are  mo- 
iefted  here,  I  will  have  Birfinefs  go  forward  in  a 
Place  that’s  proper— —  Go.  go  you  after,  Sir,  l*li 
be  with  ye  anon,  [^Pufncs  'em  in. 

H&tfp.  Ay,  ay,  there’s  the- Trade  going  forward 
too;  this  is  Stockjobbing  with  a  Vengeance. 

Stock  Fogry  will  draw  her  Fool  into  fame  Device 
or  other/ 1  am  fu<e;  and  now  1  have  finifhed  this 
Affair  fo  difereetiy.  I’ll  leave  this  Hector  to  chew 
the  Cud  by  himfclf,  and  go  drink  a  Difti  of  Coffee 
with  a  g^od  Neighbour,  a  Common  Council-man 
and  Brother  Stockjobber.  [Exit,  looking  fcornfuilj 

on  Hotfpur. 

Hotfp  folios.  A  Curfe  on  your  City  Underftanding, 
and  Deftru&ion  feizethat  jilt,  that  tortures  me  with 

Love,  though  i  refolve  to  hate  her - Damn’d  . 

infamous  Creatu  e  tht?t  Yefterday,  as  common  as 
a  Hireling,  would  have  met  my  Appetite  half  way, 
and  cherilh’d  it,  now  taken  with  a  young,  pert, 
noify  Coxcomb,  deletes  me  without  Blufhing;  but 
this  fen  (clefs  W  i  tall  her  Husband,  fhali  know  what  a 
Snake  he  fuftersi  beterel  have  done  with  him. 

And  vohilfl  bis  City  folding  he's  parfuhig, 

Fil  jherv  him  i whet's  another  fob  a  doing,  |  Exit;  . 

Enter  Quickwit  drefdd  like  a  Qtiaher,  and  Mar- 
male  t  after  him . 

Quirk.  So,  I  think,  there’s  none  of  the  Quaking 

G  i  Jt'ra- 
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Fraternity  but  will  own  I  have  mimick'd  their  Drefs 
well,  and  play  but  thy  Part  right  Child,  that  we 
may  revenge  our  felves  upon  this  Cunnington  that  has 
fo  a'bufed  us  ;  and  though  I  may  chance  to  be  no 
Duke,  I'll  be  a  King  to  thee  in  my  good  Will,  my 
Love,  Child,  fhall  be  beyond  all  Titles  and  Pre¬ 
ferment. 

Marm.  Ah,  fweet  "Mr  Quick-wit,  the  Rafcal  has 
asked  my  Pardon  fince,  but  I  fhall  never  forgive 
him  for  it;  for,  will  you  believe  me,  I  have  cryM 
about  that  Bufinefs  till  I  have  been  as  wet  as  if  I 
Bad  been  dipt  in  a  Pail  of  Water,  to  chink  that  I 
fhould  lift  up  my  Hand  againft - - — 

Quick.  Well,  well,  *tis  all  forgot, 

Marm%  To  dare  cudgel  the  "Man  that- — -[Weeps, 

Quick*  Well,  well,  ftwas  all  Accident,  prithee  no 
Tears- 

Marm.  The  Man  I  love  fo  tenderly — —  [Weeps. 

Quick .  Enough,  prithee  enough - -  I  believe 

thee, 

Marm.  So  tenderly,  fo  very  tenderly,  [hording  out. 

Quick .  A  Pox  o'your  Tendernefs,  there  is  no 
Plague  under  Heaven  fo  tormenting  as  one  ofthefe 
old  Cats,  when  (he  pretends  to  make  Love,  [a fide.] 
Come,  prithee  no  more  of  this  Foolery,  Child,  but 
let  ns  go  on  with  our  Plot  upon  Cunnington.  Let 
me  fee,  what's  the  Quaker's  Name  that  I  am  to 
aO. 

Marm •  Zyhiel,  an’t  plea fe  ye.  Sir,  my  old  Lord 
Fulimrth’s  Steward,  my  Miftrefs’s  Father. 

Quick.  Zechiel,  very  good,  and  one  that  you  fay 
has  been  trufted  with  all  the  Writings  of  her 
E/fate. 

Mar.  He  has  indeed, at  whofe  Houfe  Sir  Charles ( ha¬ 
ving  found  .  her  as  he  thinks  a  little  more  pliant  to  his 
Son's  Addref  )  intends  to  meet  her  this  Afternoon,  to 
difeourfe  about  the  Marriage,  and  for  that  pufpofe, 
has  given  that  Letter  you  have  there  to  Cunnington 
to  Chow  the  Doctor,  who,  upon  fight  of  it,  is  to  de¬ 
liver 
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liver  my  Lady  to  him,  and  a  Note  for  fifty  Guineas, 
which  SirC/j/rki  has  ordered  him. 

Quick.  Then  you  are  fure  Cunnington  has  teen  this 
Lerter. 

Marm.  Yes,  an’t  pleafe  ye,  and  is  merry  beyond 
Meafure  ab  rnt  his  Succef  of  out-witting  yon;  he 
left  it  wi  h  me  only  wbilft  he  is  gone  to  difguife 
himfelf  like  a  Quaker,  for  in  no  ot  er  Habit  will 
Zee  hi j  l  admit  any  one  into  hi  5  Koufe,  I  expert  him 
every  Minute 

Quick.  Ay,  ay  Child,  let  him  come  now  as  foon 
as  he  pleafes,  we  are  prepared  for  him  ;  and  I  thtnk 
I  am  as  much  a  Quaker  as  himfelf,  nr  the  Devil’s  in 
Iron  Gray,  the  reft  remains  in  thee  to  follow  my 
Tnftru&ions.  Do  but  this  f  ufiners  ne  atly,  and  as 
for  the  other  Bufinefs  thou  knowft  of— — 

Mxrm .  Ah,  dear  ir,  I  lwear  you  bring  mv  Heart 
up  to  my  very  Mouth,  I  vow  you  do  now,  and  \  war¬ 
rant  ve,  Sir,  for  my  Parti  have  my  Cue  perfectly* 
Quic’\  Firft  then,  inftead  of  this  Letter  of  Sir 
Cbii’les,  give  him  this  of  mine,  Child,  to  cany  ttf 
the  Doctor  ;  *tis  1  al’d  with  a  Wafer  like  ;t,  and  the 
Hand  is  counterfeited  I’m  lure  fo-  ex'£tlv,  Jtis  im* 
potfible  for  him  to  dilcover  t  ha  *  ;  then  for  the  eon® 
tents,  let  them  operate  at  Lea  fure. 

Marm,  With  all  rr.y  Heart,  Sir,  and  I  rejoy ce 
from  rny  very  Soul  that!  can  do  any  Thing  to  pica- 
fure  you  and  be  revenged  of  him.  Hark,  here  he 
comes,  away  Sir,  to  your  Ciofi  t  and  when  we  go 
be  plea  fed  to  follow  us,  and  you  fnall  find  me  pun¬ 
ctual  to  the  lea  ft  Particular. 

Quick .  Do  it  but  cunningly,  and  if  thou  art  a  Maid 
by  to  Morrow  Night,  why  then  fay- — - 

Marm,  Ah  fweet  Sir  1  underftand  ye  to  a  Scruple, 
and  Heaven  blefs  ye.  Well, !  fwear,  — - —  Now 


my  Heart’s  at  my  Mouth  agen. 

[Exit  Quickwit  and  Marmafet. 


G  3 


inUT 


^4  The  Richmond  Heirefs :  Ory 

Enter  Cunnington  drefs’d  like  a  Quaker. 

Cann,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  have  been  laughing  at  my 
felf  above  this  half  Hour,  to  fee  what  a  Figure  I  am, 
I  have  been  Agent  in  a  gfeat  many  Intrigues  in  my 
Life-time,  blit  never  had  any  yet  like  this.  This  is 
a  M after  piece,  a  Piece  of  Wit  like  Haines  ;  for 
here  have  I  infinuated  my  felf  fo  far  into  this  grave 
Fool  Sir  Charles „  by  my  fubtle  Dilcovery  of  the  late 
Affair,  that  he  has  trufted  me  in  this  Habit  to  pre¬ 
pare  the  old  Quaker  about  the  Writings,  and  after¬ 
wards  to  bring  the  Heirefs  her  felf  to  him -  To 

him  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  there’s  the  Jeft  now  ;  and  to  receive 
as  a  Reward  fifty  Guineas,  ha,  ha,  ha,  Alas’-  poor 
fballov/  Knight!  Little  does  he  think  what’s  hatching 
in  this  Brain  of  mine;  for  what  will  I  do  now,  but 
inftead  of  carrying  her  to  him,  keep  her  my  felf,  and 
make  her  marry  me,  or  compound  fwingmgly, 
which  is  all  one.  There’s  Wit  now,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
there’s  Mifchief!  eGad,  I  love  Mifchief  dearly. 
And  when  I  have  had  her  three  or  lour  Nights,  let 
her  hang  me  afterwards  if  fhe  can,  or  any  one  elfe 
for  me. 

Eater  Marmalet. 

Marm.  Come,  Sir,  are  ye  ready?  The  DoOor’s 

juft  gone  home - -  Blefsme!  to  fee  how  deaths 

will  difguife  one.  Why,  you  look  like  a  meet 
jlnaniM,  .  • 

Cunn,  Ha, -ha,  ha,  dont’t  I  ?  Methinks  I  am 
failed  with  the  Out-goings,  of  the  Over-fl.  wings, 
of  the  Bowel-yefning,  and  for  the  Hum,  and  Hah, 

1  hi  a  cavt.J  let  me  alone.  Come  give  me  the 
Letter,  and  be  a  (fared,  tho*  I  jok’d  a  little  the  Lift 
Time,  yet  I  will  not  fail  to  bring  a  better  Bufiijefs 
about  e’er  long  for  thee. 

Mam 7.  Well,  well.  Sir,,  go  and  difoatch  your  own 

firft.  * 

Cunn.  An  Heirefs,  and  Fifty  tho  aland  Pounds! 
■'Cad  Tin  a  lucky  Dogj  ha,  ha,  ha.  \Hxeum. 
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J{e  enter  Quickwit; 

Quick.  Here’s  a  rare  Rogue  for  ye.  Had  I  not 
difcover’d  the  Plot,  he  had  betray’d  his  Truft,  and 
got  the  Heirefs  for  himfdfj  but  as  Things  go,  he’1.1 
mifs  of  his  Aim  damnably.  Now  for  my  Quaking 
Faculty,  I  mu  ft  make  one  among ’em.  [Exit. 


SC  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Fulvia  and  Chrrftopher. 

[rent.  Ways 

Falv*  Oh  Love  !  How  many  ftrange  and  differ 
Doff  thou  diffurb  the  JQuiet  of  our  Minds  ? 

If  amongft  all  the  Race  of  Male-Deceivers, 

With  curious  Search,  w.e  chance  to  find  out  one 
That  we  can  fancy  hone  ft  •  fome  crofs  Doubt 
Straight  fiils  us  with  a  Fear  he  may  prove  haggard, 
And  then,  alas]  we  fplit  again  ft  a  Rock, 

That  ruins  us  for  ever.  I  dreamt  laft  Night 
Frederick  was  falfe,  fordid  and  mercenary, 

And  that  he  only  lov’d  me  for  my  Fortune, 

I  give  no  Credit  to  Sleep’s  idle  Whimftes  y 
But  yet  it  ftrangely  troubles  me- — -Now  Chrifiopber , 
What  Noife  is  that  within  ? 

Chrijio.  Act  pleafe  you,  fome  new  Lunaticks  laft 
Night  brought  hither. 

Fulvia*  Prithee  what  are  they  ? 

Chriflo .  A  fpindle-legg’d  French  Taylor  ;  That 
ever  iince  the  Wars,  being  at  a  lo,ls  how  to  get 
New  Fafhions  for  his  whimfical  Cuftomers,  fati¬ 
gued  his  Brain  fo  much,  that  he  grew  craz’d  upon 
it. 

Fulsj,  What  others  ? 

Chrijio  A  fuper-annuated  Maid  of  Threefcore  and- 
three  ;  who  being  promifed  Marriage  by  a  young 
F-llow  of  One  and  twenty  at  the  very  conceit  on*; 
run  Mad  for  Joy. 

Fulv,  Alas  for  her*  Well,  who  elfe  ? 


Chriflo , 


66  The  Richmond  Heirefs  Or ,r 

Chrifto.  A  Garden  Beau,  who  being  obliged 

to  make  a  Song  upon  hi?  Miftrefs  Paraquite  and  fit¬ 
ting  up  three  Days  and  three  N  ghts,  not  being 
able  to  produce  one  tolerable  Thought,  at  the  Con¬ 
ceit  of  loft'jg  her  Favour,  loft  the  final]  Remainder 
of  his  own  Senfes. 

Fulvia*  So,  What  more  ? 

Cbnflo.  A  kept  Mifs,  who  being difear ded  by  her 
ref.  n ting  Lord  fell  diftra&ed,  not  for  the  lofs  of  my 
Lord,  but  for  her  Five  Pound  a  Week, 

Fuhra ,  Goon.  ■  ■■  .■■■■— 

Chritto ,  A  Vintner,  whom  his  Cuftomers  had  poi* 
foned  with  making  him  rafte  his  own  Wine.  Befides  ! 
a  Quaker  who  is  now  coming  in  here  with  my  Ma. 
fter,  of  whom  he  11  g  ve  a  better  account  himfelf. 

Enter  Guiacum  with  a  Letter}  Cunnington  and  Mi r- 

malet. 

Cun  I  hope,Doftpr,  you  need  no  other  further  fa-  J 
fisfadion  in  the  Truth  of  my  Commiffipn  ;  be  plea-  K 
fed  therefore  to  let  the  i  ady  get  ready  with  all  poffi. 
ble  fpeed,  and  the  Note  too  for  the  Fifty  Gui¬ 
neas;  I  fhall  have  prefent  occa lion  for. 

Guiae.  Very  well,  :ir,  I  underftand  ye - Chri/lo • 

pher -  *  v  \Whifpsr 

Cunn>  Cbriflopber!  what  has  Cbr/fi&pber  to  do  in  the 
Bufiuefs?  This  is  a  flrangeold  formal  Coxcomb  : 

He  cannot  blow  his  Noie  wi'hout  his-  Man - • 

Do&or,  I  mult  defire  you  to  be  as  fpeedy  as  you  jj, 
can, for  Pve  another  part  to  a£f  as  you  may  perceive  s 
by  my* Habit;  and  what  a  Character  Sir  Charles 
gives  me  1  fuppofe  you  find  in  the  Letter. 

Guiac.  Yes  Sir;  yes  ;  he  has  given  you  a  netg*  \ 
ble  Character  here  indeed  Cbriftopber,  go  prefer. tly 
and  bid  the  Barber  come  hither  to  (have  his  Head. 

Cunning*  Your  feivant  doctor  ;  no  Faith  that  wifi  jj 
be  aCouitefea  little  unfcafonable  at  preftnc  by 
rcafon  oi  my  hafte. 
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CCulac.  A'as  Poor  Fallow  !  Yet  flay  a  littie  Chrt- 

flopker ,  where  is  his  Matter  ?  Let  him  be  call’d  in. 
j  fir  ft. 

Cunning.  My  Matter*-—" . — 

j  Man??,  He’s  at  the  Dooran’t  pleafe  ye,  Tie  go  and 
[j.  fetch  him;  alas!  Fie  run  Ten  Miles  on  my  bare 
I  Feet,  to  do  the  poor  Fellow  any  good. 

Cun.  Hey  day  !  Is  fhe  bewitched  too?  what  a 
f  Pjague  do  they  mean  ?  Come,  come  Doflor,  the 
j  Note  quickly;  and,  Madam,  pray  di  [patch,  I’ve  a 
j  world  of  Bufinefs  to  do  before  Night  yet. 

Fulvh.  ’Dslife !  this  is  the  moil  comical  Fellow 
.  I  ever  law; 
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Guiac.  Oh !  the  Delirium  isvery  flrong  upon  him  y 
d’ye  hear  Chrijlopher  ?  bid  yeur  Fellows  make  hafte 
to  ilrip  him,  and  get  ready  the  Canvafs  Shape, 
that  he  may  have  nothing  to  tear  ;  and  a  pair  of 
the  ttnangeft  Fetters  for  his  Legs ;  d’ye  hear?  For 
Sir  Charles  informs  me  here,  he  is  by  Fits  very  Out- 
jragious. 

Cun.  Fits,Outragious  ?  the  Devil’s  in’em  all  fure  5 

I  know  what’s  in  the  Letter  well  enough - Come, 

come,  this  is  no  Time  for  Jokes ;  Sir  Charles  will 
, be  impatient  till  the  Lady  comes;  ye  trifle,  ye  tri¬ 
fle,  ’sDeathj  i  Ihould  have  been  with  him  by  this 
time. 
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Guiac .  This  is  a  very  Rogue,  but  FI  manage 
him  prefently.  * 

Fulvh.  Here’s  like  a  to  be  good  Sport,  if  it  holds. 

Guiac.  the  Letter  fays  too,  he  will  be  very  Mis¬ 
chievous  towards  the  Change  of  the  Moon,  which 
is  this  Evening,  but  that’s  no  gregt  matter,  I  can  dis¬ 
able  him  from  that  by  a  good  Whipping,  He  fhail 
have  500  Lalhesupon  the  Belly. 

Cunning.  The  Devil,  I  fhail,—  ’sDhcart  how  I 
tremble—Nay ,nay,  if  you  purfaethe  Banter  and  in- 
:end  to  affront  Sir  Charles ,  there’s  no  more  to  be 
Taid,  I  mult  inform  him,  and  there’s  an  end  on^. 
But  that  Letter,  to  my  knowledge,  fays  otnerwlfe; 
I’m  furel  read  it  this  Morning,  the  molt  fweat, 

civil 
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civil,  compkmental  Thing  on  my  fide,  that  ever 
was  perm’d. 

Guiac  No  doubt  on’t, Sir,  no  doubt  on’t:  Can  : 
you  read?  [ gives  him  the  Letter* jl 

Cunning ,  Read,  Ha,  ha,  hai  What  a  Pox  does  he  I 
take  me  or  one  of  the  Black-guard  ?  ThL  Coxcomb*  1 
ly  Doctor  s  craz’d  bimfelfl’l  be  liangd  elfe — Read  !j 
yes.  yes,  you  fhall  find  I  can  read.  '  ji 

Guiac.  Proceed  then.  If 

Cunning  ’Tis  proper  [geads  the  Letter  aloud']  that  ]j1; 
let  you  know,  I  have  made  another  Difcovery  of  d 
Plot,  to  carry  off  the  Lady  you  have  in  Cuftody.K 
This  Rogue,  that  1  fend  here  with  this  l.etter 


Guiac  Go  on,  Sir  go  on  ,  I  perceive  you  can  reac 

admirably. 

Cunn -  [_%eads.]  Being  one  of  the  Principal  Con  trip- 
vers,— this  h  Witchcraft.  I  cannot  believe  my  owt:  ’ 
Eyes. 

Fulvic^  Really  as  you  fav,  Do&or  ;  for  a  Craz’i 
Perfon  the  Man  reads  to  "-a  Maracle,. 

Cunning  What  craz’d 'Perfon,  Madam?  ’s  Death 
I  fhad  run  Mad  ind-  ed  if  this  i  rade  hold. 


])i 


ft 

in 


h 


Guiac.  Come  Sir  to  the  next  Paragraph. 


hi 


'Cunning  [Ugadsl  He  was  formerly  a  Sharper,  an] 
whether  he  be  mad  or  no  ;  Idefire  you  to  ufc  hif 
as  fuch,  for  he’s  one  if  thegreateft  Rafeals  in  th  ^ 

whole  World, - as  his  Matter  will  better  infori  tl); 

thee: - - — -Oonsmy  Matter  a  gen  ..  jwii 

Guiac.  Sir  Charles,  gives  ye  a  notable  Ghara£raW 


you  tee.  Sir. 


o? 


Cunning  ’Dsheart  Do&or  ’ris  all  Villany,  Witctpe 


craft  Conjuration;  Pm  abus’d. 

Guiac,  1  he  Fetters  Quic  .ly,  Chriflogher ,  he  be 
gins  to  Rave,  oh  /  h  re’s  his  Matter, 

Enter  QuickC’ it  Mimicking  a  Quaker*,  and  Marm< 

1  ft 


per 


Cunning.  Death,  and  Hell !  What  Son  of  a  Whore!  Jooi 


this —  I’m  Jt  my  Wis  end. 

Guiac.  Come  Frier  d  you  mutt  inform  the  Natui  old 
of  his.  Madnefs,  chat  I  may  minifter  accordingly. 

(guic 
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Quick,  Plainly,  fine'?  that  ungodly  Seafon  that 
I  firft  perceived  that  the  Spirit  of  Truth  was  depar¬ 
ted  from  him,  I  relinquifh’d  him,  often  ferioufly 
pondering  upon  his  'race  of  Reprobation,  which 
plainly  1  find  is  worthy  to  be  comm ife rated  by  all 
the  Brethren  and  Sifters  of  the  Faithful. 

Cunning.  Oh  !  Rogue,  [  know  him  now—  Dofior, 
y’are  abus’d,  impos’d  upon,  trick*d.  This  is  no  more 
a  Quaker  than  I  am.  This  is  an  arch  Cheat ;  this 
is - . 

Quick .  Aw,  Satan,  Satan!  Great,  great,  is  thy 
Power.  [hawlsitj  a  loud  Canting  Tone . 

Guiac.  He  raves  again,  take  hold  of  him,  and  ftop 
his  Mouth  there. 

Quick.  The  Tempter  is  very  powerful  in  him, 
he  turnetb  and  windeth  him  which  Way  he  lifteth  ; 
he  goech  into  his  Mouth  like  a  Rat,  with  a  great 
Head  and  a  long  Tail,  and  exalteth  his  Voice  within 
in  Curies  and* Exclamations.  Hum  !  Give  me  the 
Engine,  Woman,  with  which  we  ufed  to  refift  the 
Tempter. 

Alarm.  Here  *tis,  an*t  plcafe  ye  ;  put  this  into 
•his  Mouth,  and  Satan  can  have  no  Po^er.  [ They 

gag  him  here, 

Qiiick.  Plainly,  I  have  been  informed,  lie  hath 
been  train’d  up  in  the  School  of  Sin,  vulgarly  call’d 
the  Play-Houfe,  where  the  Devil  adorneth  himfelf 
with  Toys  and  Trappings ;  where  the  Ears  are  mif. 
informed, and  the  Eyes  milled}  where  the  frail  Son 
of  Man  care  fie  th  the  Woman  inordinately  ;  where 
he  tempteth  her  to  Midnight  Gluttony  ;  and  wlrif- 
pereth  into  her  unhollowed  Things  (Marmalet 

Tohifpers  F’uivia, 

FitJvia.  My  Heart  is  ready  to  leap  out  to  thee  for 
Joy;  for  he  does  it  fo  Naturally,  his  impofiibie  he 
fhould  be  difcoveTd, —  How  the  Fool  the  Do&or 
looks  too  ?  C  ’fids. 

Quick.  Moreover,  obferve  how  outragioufiy  the 
old  Dragon  teareth  him.  {Struggles.  * 

G  uiac* 
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Guia.  Ay,ay,’tis  time  to  begiq*?F  Aw 47  with  him 
and  give  him  the  Lafhes  I  ordered. 

Quick.  Plainly,  it  behoveth  thee  well,  that  the 
Spirit  of  Truth  may  once  more  return  ;  and  the 
old  Man  be  rooted  out.*—  Now  Hogue,  I  think 

Pm  even  with  thee - *-• - *  [jifide  to  Cunn. 

who  kicks  and  Jirives  to  [peak* 

Quick.  Aw,  Satan,  Satan;  great  is  thy  Power. 
\^Barols  out  aloud  and  is  hurried  out  3  But  now,  to  | 
the  remaining  Part  of  my  Charge.  I  am  to  con-  I 
du&  a  Woman  from  hence;  a  fmful  Woman,  as  it  i| 
appeareth  to  me,  who  caufeth,  with  her  tranfitory  ; 
Wealth  and  Beauty,  ftrange  Appetites,  Boylings,  j 
and  Fermentings  in  the  Heart  of  Man. 

Guiac ,  Well  Friend,  no  more  enlarging  upon  that  j 
Subject ;  here  is  Sir  Charles's  Order  in  this  Letter, 
who,  it  teems,  is  at  a  Garden- rfoufe  here  hard  by; 
therefore.  Madam,  you  had  beft  make  hafte  ;  you 
need  no  Difguife  but  your  Mask,  for* he  fays  there 
is  a  private  back  Way'  to’t,  which  this  honeit  Man 
has  only  Knowledge  cf. 

Quick.  Plainly,  thou  fay’ft  it. 

Fulvia.  Was  there  ever  fo  admirable  a  Fellow? 
Pm  fcarce  able  to  contain  my  felt  from  laughing  out. 

[_ afide. . 

Quick •  Come,  young  Woman,  and  -let  thy  Steps 
be  guided  Soberly:  Give  me  thy  Carnal  Hand;] 
hah  !  verily  it  is  exceeding  white,  and  hath  an  AL  ' 
luringnefs  in  the  Palm  thereof,  which  is,  as  it 
were,  provoking.  Hah  !_  this-  is  it  now.  which  ■ 
fhoalceth  the  Forehead  of  Tranferc ffion,  till  i  be- 
corns  Mafterlefs,  and  guideth  us  into  the  Labyrinth 
of  Mif*con  ftm  ft  ion,  from  whence  vve  feidom  or  ne- 
ver  come  forth  our  felves.  I  Exit  leading  Fulvia, 

Guzac  What  an  odd  fort  of  a  Canting  Rafcal's 
this?  And  what  ado's  here  with  one  W oman 'that  h as 
Money  ?  ’Gad,  I’ve  a  Daughter  of  my  own  it  Home  • 
has  fat  pricking  upon  a  (Lout  at  Home  this  Seven  ] 
Years,  and  no  one  has  to  come  her,  but  an  Atcorny’s  , 
Clerk,  and  City  Grocer  ;  when  this  here  is  befet  | 

with  tj 
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with  all  Degrees,  Ages  and  Religions—  Well ’twill 
be  always  fo  ;  and  where  the  Hony  is  there  will  the 
Gnats,  Flyes,  and  Infers  be  buzzing  together  — 
Cbriftopber —  my  Cloak,—  I’ll  take  a  little  Air,  and 
then  fee  how  the  Wedding  goes  forward.  [Exit* 


S  C  E  N'E  II. 


Enter  T.  Romance  and  Shinken. 

T.Rom.  Gad  take  me  this  was  the  moft  comical  Ad¬ 
venture  that  ever  the  City  was  famous  for;  to  leek 
us  up  with  his  Wife,  and  Niece  upon  the  Score  of 
Trade:  Why,’t;san  A&ion  ought  to  be  known  to  Po* 
fterity,  and  worthy  to  be' ‘Chronicled  in  the  City 
Annals.  Cl? 

Sbznk.  Hur  Coufin  Sifs,  was  fery  Familiar  too, 
when  hur  wasalone.  There  was  no  Pi fh  nor  Fye, 
nor  pray  be  quiet,  look  you. —  only  fome  little 
Frowns  and  Repukes,  but  fery  kind  Looks  for  all 
that,  St  Davy.. 

Tsm  Rom.  If!  had  not  been  obliged  to  meet  my 
Father  here,  I  would  not  have  left  my  little  French- 
Woman  this  two  Hours  ;  but  he  is  fo  hot  upon’fc 
to  make  me  marry  this  Heirefs,  that  he  fpolis  my 
Humour  of  Intriguing  quite  ;  Gad  take  me. 

Skhik.  Pray  you  fee,  where  he  comes  yonder, 
with  the  Lady  that  they  call  the  crete  Wit  of  Rich¬ 
mond  ;  fhe  that  talk-,  an.d  difcourfes,  and  jeers, - 
and  laughs,  and  makes  Fools  of  all  the  Town  by  Cad* 
voallader. 

Enter  SW  Charles  and  Sophronia. 

T.Rom-  By  this  Light  (he’s  a  rare  Creature: 
’Dsbeart  Pm  in  Love  with  her  up  to  the  Ears  al¬ 
ready.  Why  (he’s  finer  than  my  little  French-Woman* 
by  half,  by  Gad,  or  my  Lord’s  Daughter  either,  or 
myWifc  that  is  to  he  ;  or  my  Knight’s  Lady  at 
or  ^-enny  in  Lombard-firee* ;  or  my  Widow’s  Daugh¬ 
ter  ;  or  my  Sem  pftrefs,  my  (  hambermaid,  or  any 
of  ’em  :  I’ll  writ;  her  a  Ellies- deux  immediately, 
*Gad  take  me. 


H 
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Shink.  Hey  Gadsplut !  hur  wifi  have  more  Wo- 
men  than  the  Crete  Turk  has, at  this  Rate,  look  you. 

Sir  Char.  Yonder’s  my  Son,  Madam  ;  and  I  am 
very  glad  to  find  you  fo  well  difpos’d  to  the  Mar¬ 
riage  between  him  and  your  Kinfwoman ;  for 
tho*  (he  has  lately  entertain’d  fome  volatileHumour, 
which  Youth  may  very  well  excufe  ;  yet  the  prin¬ 
cipal  Verbs,  her  Wit  and  Vertue,fo  far  counterpoife 
that — — 

Soph.  Her  Fftate  you  mean,.  Sir  Charles,  does 

fo  far  counterpoife  that  — - — * 

S.  Char .  That  the  Candor  of  my  Nature  obliges 
me  to  difiike  all  other  Offers  for  him  that  are  not 

pofiefted  with  her  - — — - * 

Soph -  With - Land  and  Houfes. 

Sir  Chur,  Good  Qualities,  Madam  j  having  been 
fince  my  Noble  Lord’s  Death,  her  Father,  a  true 

.Honourer  ofher  for  her  Extra&ions.Merit  and - - 

Soph.  And  Money  $  Is  not  that  a  principal  Verb 
too  Sir  Charles  ? 

1*  T.  Rom.  Adelicate  Roguewhat.an  Air  and  Shape 
file  has,  Coufin  ?  [ Takes  out  Fen  Ink  and  Paper,  and 

writes  on  Shinkin’s  Back, 
Sir  Char .  Money,  Madam'.  What  the  dirty 
Slave  of  our  Conveniency  r  She  has  hit  it  to  a  Hair, 
’Gad  for  all  that  ;  [afide.^\  Can  a  Moral  Man  that 
lias  his  Reafon,  build  his  Content  on  fuch  a  Trifle. 

Soph.  Oh  Sir,  take  this  from  me,  fince  the  Gol¬ 
den  Age,  the  World  has  loft  thofe  Moral  Men 
you  fpeak  of  ;  Money  is  now  the  Soul  o’the  Uni- 
verfe  :  The  States  man,  Commoner,  and  Country¬ 
man,  Phyfician,  Lawyer,  Citizen, *  Prieft,  greedily 
damn  their  own  for’t  every  day*,  the  Man  that’s 
Rich  muft  be  accomplifhed  too,  his  Apifh  Tricks 
are  Gen  lemen  like  Carriage,  his  filly  Speeches 
called  refin’d  and  witty  ,  if  he  be  Prodigal  they 
/tile  him  Generous  ;  if  Covetous,  a  clolh,  wife, 
wary  Fellow  \  if  he  detrafts,or  lyes,  he’s  a  fine  Cour¬ 
tier  ;  if  t  lafphemous  a  Wit ;  if  Finnical  a  Be;  u  ;  if 
he  drunk,  he’s  then  a  merry,  jolly  Fellow,  or  if  un¬ 
manly  Lewd>  a  rare  Companion,  T. 
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T.  I{om,  Ah  that  dear,  Tweet,  little  honey  pra¬ 
ting  Tongue, - would  I  had  it  a  little  here,  and 

if  a  ftranger  may  have  Priviledge  to  affirm  his 
Paflion  ;  very  good,  ’Gad  take  me.  [  Reads  >his 

Papery  and  writes  again* 

Skink,  I  pray  you  now  Coufins  make  hafte,  for 
hur  has  an  Intrigue  too,  look  you  hur  has  pro- 
mifed  to  meet  her  Coufin  Sifst  atfeven  precifely. 

Sir  Char a  If  Money  has  thefe  flourifhing  At®. 
tributess  Madam,  what  then  nnift  Vertue  have,  the 
chiefeftGood. 

'  Soph..  Faith,  juft  quite  contrary,  for  Vertue,  Sir, 
is  generally  Poor,  and  Poverty  can.give  no  Bribe 
for  Praife,  the  virtuous  Man  that's  poor  mu  ft  be  a  - 
Fool,  a  w.retched  fort  of  an  uncurrent  Coyn. 
that  few  or  none  will  deal  with;  Tho  he  be  wife, 
his  beft  Opinion  is  thought  Ignorance,  his  Talk  re- 
diculons,  his  Perfon  hated,  he  ftill  fares  worft,  yet 
pays  the  deareft  for  it ;  Has  he  a  caufe  at  Law, 
it  /hall  be  loft?  has  he  a  Claim  in  Love,  he  lhall 
be  jilted?  his  Ingenuity  is  worfe  than*  Witchcraft, 
and  even  venial  Errors  paft  forgivenefs  ? 

T,  Rom  \  Reads.}  And  if  I  Love  ye  not  better  than 
both  my  Eyes,  may  I  be  poyfoned  like  a  Rat 
at  your  Chamber-door,  and  be  accounted  the  ver® . 
rieft  Son  of  a  Whore  in  the  W70ild,  inftead  of 
your  moft  pafiionatly  devoted  moft  humble,  and* 
moft  obfequious  Slave.  Thomas  Romance*  ’Gad 
take  me,  there  I  came  off  like  an  Angel. 

Sir  Char .  What  a  Devil  is  he  making  McutHs 
at  yonder.  How  now,  Pom,,  what  are  you  doing 
there  ? 

T.  Rom*  >Dslife  if  he  fees  it  I’m  ruined  -  no¬ 
thing,  Sir,  I’m  only  calling  up  a  Taylor’s  Bill,  a 
little,  that  the  Rogue  mayn’t  cheat  me. 

Sir  Char.  A  Taylor’s  Bill,  prithee  leave  off^hofe 
Trifles  and  prepare  to  entertain  your  Miftrefs 
whom  l  expeft  here  inftantly  :  \\  ith  all,  you  ought 
to  thank  this  Lady  too,  her  Kinfwoman,  who  gives 
you  her  good  liking; 

H  2  T.  Rom. 
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T.  Her  good  liking, ’Gad,  would  I  had  it 
upon  her  own  fcore  ;  now  what  would  I  give 
that  it  were  fealed  ?  this  were  a  Rare  time  to 
Clap  it  into  her  hand.  ■■  — -  —  [Afide. 

Soph.  That  he  has>  Sir  Charles  he  may  a  fiure 
liimfelf,  or  any  elfe  To  that  Traytor  Trederich  be  ' 

difapppinted, -  let  me  but  iruftrate  his  defign, 

and  let  the  reft  fall  out,  as  Fortune  pleafes. 

Enter  Guiacum. 

Gui*t  Sir  Charles  here  ?  they  have  difpatched 
their  bufinefs  very  quickly  I  fee. 

Sir  Char .  Oh  Do&or  !  Welcome;  your  are  come 
in  an  admirable  Time,  but  where’s  my  Daughter. 

Guiac,  I  hope  fhe’s  not  far  off,  Sir,  you  are  a  better 
Guardian  than  to  truft  her  in  ill  Hands. 

Sirs  Char,  Therefore  I  recommend  her  to  your’s 
i— Where,  where,  is  (he  ? 

Guiac.  Ha,,  ha,  ha,  this  is  fine  merriment,  why 
Sir  ?  I  defire  to  know,  and  whether  (he  feems 
plea  fed  fince  I  fent  her  to  ye?  . 

Sir  Char.  Sent  her  to  me  !  ’sDeath,  what  do’s  he 
mea  n . 

Guiac.  Nay,  what  do  you  mean  then  ?  Fie, 
fie.  Sir  Charles ,  am  I  a  Subjett  fit  to  make  a  Jeft 
on  ?  * 

Sir  Char.  Thou  makes  me  mad  to  hear  thy  Rid¬ 
dling.  I  fent  for  her  by  Cunniugton .  drefs'd  like  a 
Quaker,  who  was  to  bring  her  to  old  Zeckiel ,  her 
Father’s  Steward,  where  we  have  waited  Jong,  but 
none  came, 

Guiac.  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  her  to  that  Quaker, 
and  obey’d  the  Orders  in  your  Letter  here,  for  pu* 
nifhing  the  Impoftor  that  bad  contrived  to  fteal 
her.  [Gives  him  the  Letter . 

'  Sir  Char.  Impoftor,  what  Impoftor  ?  Here’s  fome 
Trick  by  Heaven. 

Soph  Read,  read  the  Letter.  Qh  Confufion ! 
how  my  Heart  beats., 


Sir  Char • 
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Sir  Char*  Trick’d, ruin’d,  cheated,  abus'd.  This  is 
none  of  myLetter,nor  any  of  rayOrders ;  fome  fubtle 
Devil  has  counterfeited  Cunningion ,  and  on  ray  Life 
carried  her  off  to  Frederick* 

Soph .  Deftruftion  feize  the  World.  To  Frederick 
did  ye  fay,  to  Frederick  ? 

Sir  Char .  It  muft  be  fo,  he  has  doubtlefs  given 
her  to  that  other  cunning  Rogue,  and  punilhed  him 
I  fent  for  a  feigned  Mifchief. 

Guiac*  Wbate’er  has  chanc’d  is  Fortune’s  Fault, 
not  mine.  That  Quickvoit  is  the  Devil,  and  can  aft- 
in  fuch  variety  of  Shapes,  Hell  cannot  baulk  his 
Cunning, 

T.  Jtom.  Very  fine  ^  fo  I  perceive  I  am  like  to 
lofe  my  Heirefs  again  ;  but  ’tis  no  great  Matter, 
for  I’ve  another  new  Intrigue,  and  that’s  all  one  to 

me,  ’Gad  take  me.  ‘ 

Sh'rnk .  Here  is  fuch  Coufming,  and  Cheats,  and 
Tricks,  that  Shinken  knows  not  what  to  make  on’t, 

by  5f.  Davy.  ...  „ 

Soph.  Torture  and  Death  ;  this  is  the  greatefi: 

Plague  the  Fiends  could  e’er  invent  to  vex  my  Soul. 
He  has  her  now,  and,  without  doubt,  laughs  at 


me.  „  ,  , 

T.  Rom.  Hey,  Mettle  to  the  Back  too,  'Gad  take 

me:  I’ll  warrant  her. 

GuUc.  The  fifty  Guineas  too,  no  doubt,  are  paid 
by  this  time.  This  was  a  damn  d  fubtle  Rogue. 

Soph  Nay,  never  hide  thy  felf,  take  one  good 
Wifhfirft:  May  thy  dull  nifty  Age  increafe  Oil- 
eafes  the  Palfy.  Gout,  Sciatica  and  Stone,  and- 
have*  no*  betteF  Dofto.r  than  thy  felf.  As  for  the 

Attributes  of  Fool  and  Cuckold,  I  need  not  grace 

thee  with  them  ;  thofethou  hafi  already  ;  but  may’ft 
thou  have  none  but  Sailor’s  Wives  for  Patients,  and 
thofe  fo  raving  Mad,  that  in  their  Fits  each  one  may 
long  to  have  a  Piece  of  thee,  and  tear  thee  as  the 
Thracians  once  did  Orpheus,  or  as  I  cou.d  now,  thou 

paraiiticklnfeft.  ~  . 

[To  Guiicum,  ajidjljates  htm  by  the  CoJar, 
H  1  Zntcr 
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Enter  Cunnington  with  a  Quarter  Staff,,  his  Face 
aU  f mutty ,  and  he  ire  fid  in  Cam)  vs* 

Cunn,  Oh  Villain,  Dog,  Doftor  !  Are  you  there? 
1*11  nock  his  Head  off. 

Guiac .  More  Mifchief  yet!  I  fhall  be  murder’d 
now,  that’s  certain. 

Sir  Char.  How’s  this!  Is’t  pofiible?  What-  my 
Friend  Cunnington?  Nay,  if  he  were  not  an  old 
Coxcomb,  thou  (hould’ft  have  thy  Pennyworths 
out  of  him,  that’s  certain,  for  we  perceive  he  de~ 
ferves  it  richly  ;  but  prithee,  how  gott’ft  thou  I 
was  juft  Pending  to  thee. 

Cunn.  Why,  as  good  Luck  wjould  have  it,  juft 
before  they  >had  time  to  chain  me,  I  made  fhift  to 
climb  up  the  Chimney.  What  Kicks  and  Buffets 

I  have  endur’d  for - -  you  (hall  know  at  more  Lei- 

fure.  I  have  only  now  Breath  and  Time  to  tell  ye, 
that  if  you  follow  me  quickly,  you  may  recover  the 
Heirefs  agen.  IS  peaks  m  out  of  Breath. 

Sir  Char.  Hah  l  What’s  fay’ft  thou  ? 

Soph.  Oh  thou  blefs’d  Angel  of  a  Fellow,  go  on.  j 

Cunn  From  the  top  of  the  Chimney,  as  1  was 
trying  to  get  down,  cafting  my  Eyes  to  a  little 
Garden  Houfe  not  far  off,  who  fhould  I  fee  but 
that  Rogue  in  a  Quaker’s  Habit,  with  Sir  Quibble, 
and  Fr€derick  leading  your  Daughter  crops  a  Gravel 
Walk  intoanA^bor. 

Soph,  And  haft  thou  mark’d  the  Place,  thou 
charming  reature? 

Cum  M-jft  carefully. 

Soph.  Hah  1  And  (hall  we  get  her?. Speak,  fpeak, 
thou  Precious.——^ 

Cunn.  I  tell  ye,  ye  fhalJ. 

Soph .  What,  from  Frederick  ?  Hah !  what  fay’ft 
thou?  Speak  quickly,  thou  Cheribim. 

Cunn.  ’Oonsfrom  Frederick?  from  all  of  ’em  ;  ye 

little,  brisk,  pretty,  black  Ey’d - — —  ■  —  What  a 

Pox  will  fhe  ravifh  me  ? 

Sir  Char.  Thanks  Fortune,  this  was  unexpe£led. 

Cum*  Which 

i! 
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Cunn .  Which  you  fhould  never  have  known,  if  I 
could  have  carried  her  off  my  felf.  [/ 1/ide . 

Sir  Char,  Let’s  away  inftantly  and  fetch  the  Con- 
liable  and  Watch.  Come  Ton?  and  Coufin. 

Soph*  Oh  Heaven  l  This  is  the  happieft  Turn. 

Gui-ac.  For  me  it  is ,  upon  a  double  Score, 

1  elj'c  had  loji  one  Alember^  if  no  more • 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV, 


Enter  Frederick,  Sir  Quibble,  Fulvia,  Quick- 
wit  and  Marmalet. 

Fred .  This  is  the  happieft  Moment  of  my  Life. 

[ Embracing  Fulvia. 

Sir  Quib,  And  mine  too.  I’ll  fay’t.  [Embracing 

her  too • 

Fuh,  That  was  a  very  clofe  Hug.  The  Knight 
outdoes  ye,  Sir,  extreamly  in  his  Car efles.  [To  Fred. 

Fred .  Is  not  the  Parfon  come  yet?  Dull  heavy 
Fellow,  how  can  he  loyter  fo 

Sir  Quib.  Ay,  what’s  his  Name,  pray  Brother, 
when  is  he  to  come,  and  what  is  he  doing  all  this 
while. 

Fred.  Ridiculous  Queiiions !  What  (hall  I  do  with 
him,  Tom  ? 

Quick,  I  don’t  know,  the  Fool  begins  to  fmell  the 
Trick,  and  grows  impertinent  upon’t. 

Fulv,  You  mull  difcover  the  Truth  to  him  ;  for 
he’s  fo  brriskupon  me,  there’s  no  enduring  him. 

Sir  Quib .  Why  then,  Madam,  I’ll  fay’t,  I  believe 
you  miftake  your  Man,  this  Gentleman  is  my  Bro¬ 
ther.  Madam,  *tis  I  am  your  Knight.  Madam, ’tis 
S  am  to  do  the  Favour. 

Fulv.  My  Knight,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha,  ha,* — •  Her  Knight!  Oh  fie  Bro¬ 
ther,  you  know  your  felf  and  the  Lady  better  fure. 

Marm,  Sir  Quibble  express  himfelf  very  comical 
in  Troth,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sic 
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Sir  guib,  Hey  day,  why  what  d’ye  laugh  at  all  fo, 
and  where’s  the  Joke  ?  Pll  fay’t,  I  find  none. 
Why,  am  not  I  to  marry  the  Lady  Mr  guickwit  ? 
And  muft  not  I  be  then  her  Knight  ? 

guick .  No,  no, Sir  gulbble ,  there  was  another  De* 
fign.  in’t  from  the  beginning. 

Fulv,  Alas,  Sir.  what  fhould  you  do  with  a  Wife  ? 
When  d’ye  think  you  fiiould  get  her  to  be  of  your 
fide  ?  Where  would  you  find  a  Humour  that  would 
be  fuitable  to  ye  ?  And  why  would  you  prove  the 
fatal  Confeq.uence  of  difagreeable  Marriage,  Sir  ? 
There’s  four  Queftions,  now  anfwer  me  quickly. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha — . .  ■ 

Sir  guib.  Pray,  Madam*  hold  your  felf  contented 
a  little.  Hark’e,  brother,  han’t  I  laid  out  a  Hun- 
dred  and  fity  Pounds  about  this  Bu/inefs  ? 

Fred.  Within  a  fmall  Matter,  I  think.  Whyfure 
you  don’t  grudge  to  do  a  fmall  Kindnefs  for  your 
Brother?  -  * 

Sir  guib.  No,  but  to  part  with  one’s  Miftrefsto 
one’s  Bnother,  is  a  little  too  much  though,  I’ll  fay’t. 
Therefore  I  muft  tell  ye  plainly,  Brother,  I  won’t 
do’r; 

guick.  You  fee  the.  Lady  is  uneafy,  Sir  Ouibble . 

Sir  guib.  Ay,  ’t's  all  one  for  that,  keep  you  your 
Diftance  too,  or  Pll  fay’t,  I  (hall  fo  tan  your  Qua¬ 
ker’s  Hide  I  fhall  make  you  aft  your  Play  but  ill 
when  you  come  to't  agen  elfe  ;  why  fure;  though 
I  have  been  led  by  the  Nofe  a  little,  and  laid  out 
in y  Money,  I  can’t  tell  how,  I  won’t  lofe  my  Mi- 

ftrefs - .  Ye  lobcocks,  what  a  Plague,  I  ara  not 

fuch  a  Fool  neither  ? 

guick.  If  this  blunt  Fool  fhould  betft  us  both  now, 
’twould  be  a  pretty  Jeft  ?  \  jlfiie, 

Fred .  Nay,  then  there’s  no  Time  for  Delays; 
let  go  her  Hand,  and  prefently,  or  I’ll  run  my  Sword 
into  your  Heart. 

Sir  guib.  Why  then,  Pll  run  mine  into  your  Gufs. 
Let  go  my Miftre&u.  No,  I  an ’t  fuch  a  Fcol  nei¬ 
ther 
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ther,  I  tell  ye.  Odzooks,  1*11  keep  her  in  fpightof 
ye.  Hoh,  hoh.  f  He  prepares  to  fight awkardly. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  T.  Romance,  Shinken,  Gui- 
acum,  Sophronia,  with  Confiable  and,  Watch. 

Sir  Char .  W  ill  you  fo,  Sir  ?  That’s  more  than  you 
I  can  promife  long,  and  fo  have  at  ye. 

Sir  j^uib.  Kay  then  ftand  to’t  Brother,  I’m  of  thy 
fide  agen  now,  I’ll  fay’t. 

Eight  hereA  and  Fredericks  Tarty  is  beaten  off,  then 
re-enter  Sit  Charles, T.  Romance,  Shinken  with 
hi*  Head  broke ,  Guiacum,  Cunnington,  Sopbro- 
nia,  Confiable  and  Watch,  Fulvia  retaken. 
Sir  Char .  So,  you  are  ours  once  agen  in  fpight  of 
Fortune.  How  now,  Coufin,  what  wounded  ? 

Shink.  A  Plague  take  your  confounded  EngHjb 
Cuftoms,  look  you,  that  you  cannot  get  your  Wives 
and  your  Marriages,  but  a  Shentleman  mull  have 
his  Pate  and  his  Prains  peaten  out  about  it  ?  Well 
fare  her  own  Country,  I  fay,  the  Trituins  have  no 
fuch  Pribbles  and  Prabbles,  and  broken  Pates,  by 
CadwaUadtr* 

When  any  Prittain  par  gains  for  hi*  Spoufe9 
He  prings  fo  many  Sheep ,  fo  many  Cows : 

The  Pridegroom  tells  the  Pride  ht*  Love's  Intent , 

And  jhet  kind  Fool%  a/s  quickly  gives  Confent. 

Ho  Swords,  Cadfplut9  nor  Cudgels  there  prevails, 

JBut  kifs  and  couple ,  that's  the  way  in  Wales. 

^Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Aft. 
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A  C  T  V  S  CE  NE.  I-  ‘  1 

i 

Enter  Frederick,  Quiekwitt,  and  Marmalett. 

Fred.  T  T  A  D  ever  Man  fuch  Caufe  (o  Curfe 
["] h i s  Fortune  ?  to  be  fo  near  the  long’d  i 
for  happinefs,  and  then  to  lofe  it  doubles  the  vexa¬ 
tion  :  Oh  I  could  outrail  now  a  lofing  Game- 
fter  ;  a  Cafhier’d  Captain  ;  or  a  Grumbler  double 
Tax'd. 

Quick.  And  I,  a  Suburb  Bawd  juft  come  from 
Carting  :  A  Plague  of  my  Quakers  (hape  here  ; 
if  I  had  not  look’d  fo  like  a  Rogue,  on  my  Confci*  i 
fnce,  I  had  thriven  better. 

Marm.  Pm  fure  my  lofs  is  irrecoverable,  for 
I  muft  ne’er  hope  to  come  into  Favour  with  Sir 
Charles  agen,  but  then  the  Confolation  I  have  in  | 
your  fweet  promife,  Sir,  does,  I  confefs,  al'ay— 

\  to  Quick  wit. 

Quick .  O  prithee  good  Spoufe  that  muft  be  ;  no 
more  Love  now,  my  Rones  fmart  a  little  too  much 
at  prefent,  to  let  me  ente  tain  any  a  morous Motions 
——Ah  Plague  of  their  Rufty  Bills;  that  Rogue 
Cunnings w  tot  k  tare  they  fhould  all  fall  on  me  ftill ; 
but  what’s  moft  omical,  as  I  was  running  off  af  er 
you  he  comes  up  to  me,  and  with  a  grave  Face,  as  f 
he  ha  Known  nothing  of  the  matter,  invites  me  . 
to  drink  a  ftand  of  Ale  with  him  this  Evening  at 
Numpfe's. 

Fred .  Fla,  ha,  ha  - - and  wilt  thou  go  ? 

Quick.  Ay  by  this  l  ight  will  I;  and  if  I  can 
mould  that  dull  headed  Fellow  once  more  rightly, 
my  Witty  Antagonift  ftall  have  but  little  caufe 
\  to 
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to  boaft  his  late  fuccefs - .  come  Courage,  Sir  ; 

they  (hall  make  Pafte  of  my  Bones  with  their  Bat. 
toons  e’er  I  give  up  a  Caufe  I’ve  undertaken,  whilft 
my  Brains  lye  in  their  right  place  :  This  Evening; 
will  prove  all,  till  then  farewell — If  I  get  the  Dice 

once  on  my  Side - the  Gold’s  my  own  yet ;  I’ve 

Art  enough  to  manage  them  I’m  fure.  [ExrV. 

M.arm*  I  muft  follow  him  and  put  him  once  more 
I  in  mind.  [Ex/> 

Fred.  If  Fulvia  were  Heirefs  apparent  to  the  Uni- 
verfe,  there  could  not  be  more  Wit  nor  Diligence 
us’d  about  her.  This  is  the  third  time  our  Confe¬ 
derate  Forces  have  been  repuls'd  :  And  Faith  were 
I  not  fenfible  the  Caftle  were  ftor’d  with  the  beft 
Fort  of  Ammunition,  tempting  Gold  ?  I  think  I  (hould 
have  long  fince  raifed  the  Mege  :  For  1  muft  con¬ 
fers  my  felf  to  be  of  that  Pagan  Opinion,  that  there 
^  is  no  one  Quality  belonging  to  a  Womati,  unlefa 
!  it  be  her  Money,  that  can  countervail  a  Man’s  play¬ 
ing  the  Fool  in  Courting  her  a  Month  for  :  This 
was  my  Plea  with  Sophrom a  once,  who  has  fome 
fimple  paflionate  Papers  of  mine  ft  ill,  that  I  wifh 
j  I  had  out  of  her  hands ;  my  Diferting  was  not  fo 
very  juft  it  is  true,  but  then'twas  very  profitable 
and  this  damn’d  Money  has  power  to  make  a  Rogue 
of  a  Man,  of  ten  times  my  Conftancy,  that’s  moft  cer- 

*  tain  ?  £  Exit . 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sophronia  and  Fulvia. 

Soph .  Nay  if  you’r  in  a  Paflion,  I’ll  defift,  but  if 
you’ll  hear.  I’ll  prove  it? 

Fulvia .  What,  that  Frederick’s  falfe  !  Oh  ’tis  ri¬ 
diculous  Malice  and  Til  not  believe  it:  I  know  (he 
lov’d  him  her  felf  once,  and  this  is  now  the  product 

•  of  her  Envy,  \Jfide, 

Soph.  Falfe  as  Bieno  to  Olimpia  in  the  Story,  bale 
Mercenary,  the  worft  degree  of  Fafthcod. 

Fulvia* 
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Fulvia .  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  You  rave,  you  rave, 
Coufin;  I  pitty  ye,  pray  go  home,  and  be  let 
Blood,  you  are  dangerouily  diftemper’d,  take  my 
Word. 

Soph.  Not  with  thy  Difcafe,  Child,  I  am  fare  5  I 
fwear  I  would  not  have  ic  for  the  World, 

Fulvia.  You  talk  as  if  I  had  the  Gout  or  Palfy,  or 
a  long  Family  Rhcumatifm,  that  diftinguilh’d  the 
Blood  of  my  Relations  for  ten  Ages  :  What  Difeafe 
is’e  you  mean  - — — Take  heed  of  Scandal, 
Coufiu  ? 

Soph.  Nay,  do  you  take  heed  on’t,  Coufin  ?  For 
the  Difeafe  that  I  mean,  has  generally  fome  Infecti¬ 
on  that  way,  *tis  called  a  Mafculine  Calenture,  or  ] 
the  Plague  of  Man-loving  ;  it  often  feizes  upon 
Creatures  of  thy  Age,  and  is  of  that  ftrange  Nature, 
that  it  dulls  and  numbs  the  Brains  as  if  they  were 
froze,  which  muft  be  chaf’d  and  warmed  a  long  time 
by  Reafon  and  Argument,  or  elle  the  Patient  will 
never  return  to  her  right  Senfes. 

Fulvia.  Lord,  that’s  a  terrible  Difeafe  indeed,  but 
yet  for  all  its  violence,  I  have  Brains  enough  left 
to  lee  a  Diftemper  in  you  too, Coufin ;  ’tis  the  Plague 
of  Greedinefs,  and  you  ufe  me  as  the  great  Sifter 
in  a  Country  Cottage  does  the  lefier;  you  would 
pack  me  to  Bed  without  any  Supper,  becaufe  you 
have  a  mind  to  my  Bread  and  Rutter. 

Soph.  No,  no,  Child,  the  Cafe  differs  between 
us  extreamly,  fome  may  feaft  with  a  Rafher  upon 
the  Coals,  whilft  others  keck  at  the  very  finell.  And 
I  muft  have  thy  Stomach  before  I  can  be  greedy  of 
thy  Dyet. 

Fulvia.  Come,  come,  Coufin,  you  have  Stomach 
enough,  nay  indeed  fo  much  that  you  grow  fuljen 
with  it,  and  like  a  little  Child,  won’t  eat  your  Meal 
till, you  fee  the  Plate  ready  to  be  given  away  to  a* 
nother;  for  as  homely  a  bit  as  you  make  of  thfat  R  a  fil¬ 
er,  if  I  am  not  miftaken  in  the  Morfel*  you  would 
be  glad  of  it  to  relifh  you  Mornings  Draughty  no  for 
all  your  oerft  Name  of  Rafher,  tacitly  think  it  a 
Gnat  or  a  Wheat- Ear.  Soph.  . 
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Soph.  If  Frederick  be  the  Wheat  Ear  you  mean  ?  I 
had  rather  have  an  Old  Capon  at  the  latter  end  of 
July. 

Fulvia .  Ah,  you  (hall  never  banter  me  with  that 
- you’d  think  him  a  young  Pheafant  at  the  lat¬ 
ter  end  of  Oftober,  if  you  had  him,  to  my  knowledge  ? 

Soph.  I  think  him,  prithee,  if  his  Species  were 
changed,  and  he  were  turned  into  a  Cormorant,  a 
.Buzzard,  or  an  Owl,  ’twere  all  one  to  me. 

Fulvia •  Any  thing  but  the  Capon,  Coufin,  you 
were  fpeaking  of;  I  dare  fwear  for  all  your  Anger, 
you  have  too  much  Charity,  to  wilh  him  turned 
into  that. 

Sopb.  It  doth  fo  little  concern  my  Charity,  that 
I  fhou’d  like  my  Hen  with  Eggs  very  well  without 
any  trouble,  to  know  they  fhould  never  come  to  be 
Chickens,  and  confequently  Cocks  of  the  Game, 
Befides,  there  is  fo  much  ill  Blood  begot  now  a-days# 
and  fo  many  Strains  Crofted,  that  if,  for  the  future, 
the  Sex  were  all  Capons,  I  queftion  whether  the 
King  would  lofe  e’er  a  good  Subject  by’t. 

Fulvia .  This  is  your  Satyrical  Vein  now.  Oh ! 
how  you  fatten  your  felf  with  this  humour,  juft  like 
a  Noncon,  that  rails  at  Epifcopacy,  not  for  any  juft 
reafon,  but  through  felf  will’d  Opinion,  and  ridicu¬ 
lous  Envy^  elfe  why  is  Frederick  flill  the  Theam  of 
Railing  ? 

Sopb.  Oh  1  thou  ungrateful  Creature,  have  I  not 
told  thee?  *tis  through  kindnefs  to  thee. 

Fulvia.  To  me  1  rather  fay  through  Hatred  to 
him,  bccaufe  he  Loves  me. 

Sopb.  He  Loves  thee  not,  his  bafenefs  does  de¬ 
ceive  thee ;  his  ‘Mercenary  Soul  covers  thy  For¬ 
tune;  thy  Perfon  is  the  leaft  of  all  his  wifhes. 

Fulvia  *  Juft  fo  I  dream’t  indeedy  [Afide]  but  *ris 
Barbarity  to  doubt  a  Lover  for  an  idle  Dream  ;  I’ll 
not  be  fo  unjuft,  come,  come,  *tis  all  Enyy;  and 
to  deal  freely  with  ye,  I  now  muft  tell  ye,  I  take  it 
as  an  affront,  not  as  a  kindnefs. 

Joph* 
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Sopb  That’s  always  a  Fool’s  humour,  when  they 
have  not  Brains  enough  to  know  the  Courtefy,  they 
term  it  an  Affront. 

Fulvia.  Well,  for  all  your  mighty  Wit,  this  (hall 
not  get  your  Ends;  I  fee  your  Hatred  and  your 
Envy  to  him,  and  confequently  judge  his  Love  to 
me  :  I’ll  Marry  him  in  fpite  of  all  the  World. 

Soph .  Thou  (halt  not  Marry  him,  tho’  all  the 
World  aflift  thee. 

Fulvia*  How  poor. is  this,  and  mean,  becaufe  my 
merit  appears  above  thine  in  his  deferving  Eyes, 
thy  Heart  breeds  venom, and  thy  Slanderous  Tongue,  jj 
diffention  between  Lovers. 

-Soph.  Lovers !  Damnation,  how  She  Tortures  me  ? 

I  tell  thee  once  mere  thou  deceived  poor  Creature, 
he  does  not  Love  thee,  nor  cannot  Marry  thee  if  he 
would,  which  is  a  fecret  \  nothing  but  fweet  re¬ 
venge  could  e’er  draw  from  me. 

Fulvia,  What,  will  you  Conjure  ?  ShaH  your 
plain  dealing  Faculty  convert  it  felf  to  Magick  ? 

Or  d’ye  carry  a  little  Familiar  under  your  Girdle, 
to  Enchant  us  upon  occafion;  Which  way  will  you 
do  this? 

Sopb,  That  e’er  the  Clock  found  Midnight  thou 
,  fhalt  know  ;  in  the  mean  time,  let  thy  Young  Hot- 
brain’d,  wilde, unthinking  Head  remember  this  from 

me.  .  '  j  1 

Zove  may  feem  great ,  that  in  its  felf  is  fmall\ 

Zooks  cover  Thoughts  and  Inter  eft  governs  aHz  , 

When  Damon  to  an  Heirefs  f peaks  kind  things , 

*Tis  not  for  what  Jbe  is,  but  what  Jhe  brings.  [Exit.  .! 

Fulvia .  She  has  fo  much  moved  the  Paflion  in  my  i 

Soul,  my  Eyes  can  fcarce  contain  it  ?  what  difcovery 
(he  can  make,  I  know  not,  but  long  to  be  refolved ;  i  \ 
*tis  true,  we  have  had  fo  many  lets  and  troubles  in 
this  bnfinefs,  as  if  Providence  it  felf  diflik’d  the 
proceedings;  but  ftill  this  is  no  proof;  befides  he 
has  Sworn  his  faithful  Love  fo  often,  ’Cwere  infa-  I  yi 
famous  and  difhonourable  to  doubt  it.  I 


Enter 


A  Woman  once  in  the  Right 

o 


Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Stockjob, 

Sir  Charles.  Madam,  I  need  not  tel!  you  my  rc. 
fen  tin  exits,  nor  how  I  relifh  your  ungenerous  deal¬ 
ings ;  you  have  reafon  enough  to  guefs,  and  after 
gueffing,  have  Wit  enough  to  make  me  fatisfattion* 
Fulvij.  Wei],  Sir  Charles, Confideratlon,  you  know, 
ne’er  comes  too  late. 

Sir  Charles.  Right,  Madam,  and  to  fhew  you  that 
I  pra&ife  it  my  felf.  I  will  forget  your  late  Dif. 
courtelies,  and  once  more  addrefs  my  felf,  an  hum¬ 
ble  Suitor,  on  my  Son’s  behalf. 

Falvia.  I  will  conlider  of  it ;  .mean  time,  believe, 
this  fairnefs  of  your  Temper  wins  me  more,  than, 
all  your  Plots  and  Stratagems  before. 

Stock.  Come,  come;  Slap-dafh,  ’twill  be  a  Match 
’faith,  and  fo  forth;  ’Gad  i’ll  fay  this  for  ’Squire 
Thomas ,  he’s  a  Notable  Perfon,  as  my  Wife  informs 
me,  fhe  fays  he  pufhes  forward  into  Bufinefs  mighty 
■well;  he’ll  be  a  great  Encourager  of  Trade,  and  fa 
forth. 

Sir  Charles.  I  hope  my  Candour,  and  my  Love  at 
laft,  will  force  ye  to  be  grateful,  and  to  (hew  how 
much  I  prize  a  Reconcilement,  this  Night  we  wilT 
have  Revels  and  a  Ball,  and  I  my  felf  will  drink  one 
Glafs  the  more,  in  honour  of  ch<^  Marriage. 

j Fulvia.  Marriage,  Sir,  is  a  thing  of  weight;  but 
as  I  told  ye,  Sir,  i  will  confider  of  it,  and  to  that 
purpofe  beg  the  favour  to  retire  a  little.  •  \  Exit-, 

Sir  Charles.  Do  fo,  and  reft  your  felf  againft  the 
Evening,  for  Tom  intends  to  lead  you  a  brisk  me  a- 

fure  i’faich - fo  l  hope  all  will  be  right  now,  fhe 

feems  conliderative,-  which  is  one  great  ftepto  Sexitir 
ment  and  ’  Knowledge.  [ Exit  Sir.  Charles. 

Stock.  Pugh  !  Slapdafh,  the  Woman  has  it  in  her 
head  ;  now,  5ir  Charles ,  all  will  go  well  I  fee’t. 

Enter  Hotfpur  in  hafle. 

ffotfp.  Now,  Now,  Sir,  if  you  have  any  regard  to 
your  Honour,  or  the  Reputation  of  a  Citizen  of 
London ,  as  you  have  formerly  flouri(hed  upon,  come 

I  2  along 
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along  with  me,  and  you  fhall  fee  what  a  Snake  you 
have  fofter’d  up;  or  to  fpeak  in  plainer  Terms, 
you  fhall  fee  what  a  Cuckold  you  are 

Stock .  Come,  y’u  are  a  rude  Heftorly  to’ther  end 
of  Town  fellow,  I  tell  ye;  Pray  keep  from  my 
Houfe;  I  a  Cuckold  !  becaufe  I  promote  Bufinefs, 
and  Manage  my  Wife  wifely  for  the  honour  of  the 
City ;  Sir,  I  fcorn  your  words,  for  Gadzookers,  I 
had  rather  bean  Elephant. 

Hotfp.  But  in  the  mean  time,  you  are  a  Beaft  of 
another  kind,  which,  come  but  along  with  me,  fhall 
a  ppear ;  I  will  fhew  jthee  fuch  things,  fuch  Monft’rous 
things  J 

Stock.  What  you  have  feen  ’Squire  Thomas  I  war¬ 
rant,  go  into  my  Wife’s  Chamber  privately,  or  fo  ; 
well,  what  then  ?  *tis  about  Bufinefs  and  fo  forth, 
fhe  knows  what  fhe  does,  I  warrant  her. 

Hotfp.  Ay,  But  you  don’t  know  what  fhe  does  to 
my  knowledge;  come,  come,  you  fhall  go,  I  have 
lodg’d  ’em  all  yonder,  the  Weljh  Fop,  and  his  Skit- 
tiih  Devil  too  ;  your  Rooms  are  all  taken  up  and 
managed  for  the  honour  of  the  City,  and  fo  forth. 

Stock.  Why  then  they  are  managed  according  to 

my  defire,  and  fo.  forth - I  defy  any  Citizen’s, 

Wife  within  the  ^alls,  to  have  a  better  head  for 
Bufinefs  than  her  felf;  for  I'll  hold  a  Hundred 
Pounds,  fhe  has  drawn  one  of  'em  into  fome  lucky 
wager  or  other  ;  nav,  nay,  prithee  hold  thy  Tongue ; 
Gad,  if  thou  wer’t  o  le  of  the  Apoftles,  I'd  believe 
nothing  againft  Pogry  and  ’Squire  Thomas ,  not  I— 

Hotfp.  Why  then  like  an  unbelieving  Sot  as  thou 
art,  come  and  ufe  thy  Eyes;  Nay,  nay,  no  drawing 
back - by  Heaven  thou  (halt:  go. 

Stock.  To  laugh  at  thee,  which  I  know  I  (hall  do, 
and  Damnably  too,  I  a  Cuckold  \  — -  ■  »'Oon’s  as 
I  faid  before,  I  fhall  fqoner  be  an  Elephant  I’m 
fure.  [Exeunt. 

|CENE 


A  Woman  once  in  the  Right. 
SCENE  III. 

V 


Enter  T.  Romance  and.  Shinkin. 


T.  %om.  Well,  I  believe  I  am  an  Original  about 
Intrigue ;  I  don’t  think  there’s  the  fellow  of  me 
in  Europe ,  Gad  take  me,  for  now  is  my  Father 
thumping  his  Brains,  and  plotting  to  get  this  Hei- 
refs  for  me,  and  here  am  I.  hunting  about  for  So* 
pironia,  upon  another  Intrigue  :  I  convey’d  a  Let¬ 
ter  to  her  juft  now,  by  putting  it  into  the  Service- 
Book  at  Church,  then  dogg’d  her  home  hither* — 

I  mull  find  her  out,  for  I  long  to  know  the  fuccefs 
on’t. 

Sbink,  Well,  Sbinhins  was  not  much  behind  hur  m 
Intrigues,  neither  look  you,  for  hur  Coufin  Sifs, 
was  hide  hur  felf  hereabouts  too,  who  l  find  loves 
Corners  and  py  places  extreamly,  where,  Gadfplut 
if  Sbitikin  can  finfi  hur,  huf  will  put  her  to’t,  for 
corners  and  py  places  are  fery  full  of  temptation  5 
but  for  all  hur  putting  to’t,  there  fhall  be  no  Mar¬ 
riages  in  the  Cafe  by  St,  Davy>  there  hur  will  peg 
hur  Pardon. 

T.  Why*  that’s  fpoke  like  a  M^n  of  ‘In¬ 
trigue,  Gad  take  me,  would  I  had  my  dear;. Angel 
here,,  that  I  am  looking  for  in  a  Corner, 

Enter  Hotfpur  and  Stock  job,  li fining, 

Hotjp.  Softly,  foftly.,.  take  care  they  don’t  fee  ye, 
{he’s  gone  I  find  at  prefent,  but  I  know  will  loon  re¬ 
turn;  in  the. mean  time,  pray  obferve  the  Dialogue 
between  tbefe  two  Coxcombs, 

'Stock'  1  fhall  obferve  to  laugh  at  you  egregioufly*  . 
that  I  fhall,  and  fo  forth. 

T.  \om,  Pogry  ftays  fo  long,  that  I  fee  I  muft  leave 
her,  and  go  and  feek  out  my  new  Charmer. 


Hotjp ,  Pcgrj 

ready/ 


D’ye  hear,  Sir,  he  begins  al- 

[apart  to  Stock. 


Stock,  Well  Tom  Fool  What  o’  that  ? 


Sbinki, 
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Shinb  Eye,  fye,  to;  defert  your  Intrigue  fo  foon* 
was  to  (hew  falfhoods  and  inconftancies,  which  is 
not  like  Man  of  Honours,  look  you. 

Hotfp v  His  Intrigue,  pray  mind  that  Hint  too, 
Sir. 

stock .  Jackanapes,  what  hint,  ye  Afs  you,  what 
Hint  ? 

r.  Pox  on’t,  her  over  fondnefs  every  day 
tries  me  more  than  a  Match  at  Tennis  j  here’s  a 
Locket  (he  gave  me  this  Morning,  which  it  feems 
the  Fool  her  Husband  gave  her  Yefterday. 

Stock.  Humph,  —humph. 

T.  Font.  A  Trifle  worth  about  Fifty  Pounds,  I  be¬ 
lieve,  (he  teizes  me  with  fuch  follies  as  thefe  every 
Minute  almoft. 

Hotfp .  Looky’,  Sir,  fo  much  for  the  encourage, 
ment  of  Trade,  and  fo  forth. 

Stock.  By  the  Lord  Major,  the  very  Locket  that 
I  had  of  Sir  Paul  Poundage,  the  Goldfmith,  to  let 
him  have  (hare  in  my  Projeft  of  the  Catskin,  oh  ! 
l  am  confounded,  I  cannot  believe  my  Eyes. 

Hotfp  Nay,  pray  Sir,  don**  laugh  too  extrava¬ 
gantly,  ’Squire  Tomas  is  but  opening  the  Jeft  yet. 

T.  Pom.  But  the  beft  jeft  is,  the  Cuckold  admits 
me  into  his  Wife’s  Chamber  every  Day,  in  hopes 
(he  will  draw  me  in  to  lay  Wagers;  when,  Gad  take 
me,  the  only  one  that  I  ever  laid  or  intend  to  lay, 
was  a  Brafs  Shilling  againft  a  good  one,  that  her 
next  Kid  will  be  a  Boy. 

Hotfp.  There  Sir,  what  think  ye  of  that  Wager 
too,  has  (he  not  drawn  him  in  rarely  ? 

Stock.  Oh  Villain!  t’other  End  of  Town  Bully  to 
ruin  bufinefs  too,  that’s  worfe  than  all ;  Gad  I’ll 
fpeak  to  my  Coufin  Toucb-bole ,  a  Captain  of  the 
Trainbands,  to  lend  me  a  File  of  Mufqueteers  to 
Shoot  the  Rampant  Dog  through  the  Belly. 

Hotfp .  Nay,  nay,  have  patience  Hick ,  and  don’t 
hinder  Trade  I  fay. 

Stock.  Trade,  Gadzooks,  this  is  the  Devil  of  a 
Jrade. 

T.  Pom* 


A  Woman  once  in  the  Right. 


T.  %om.  There’s  a  light  in  the  next  Room,  and 
Ten  to  One  Sopbronid'  s  there  a  lone.  Gad  1*11  go  and 
fee.  Cloak  and  Hat  lye  you  there;  if  Pogry  comes 
in  the  mean  time,  let  her  ftay,  I  have  her  fo  much 
at  command,  (he  dares  not  be  angry  with  me.  [Ex//. 

Stock .  Flims  and  Flams,  and  put  her  to't,« - — 

hey  Slap-dafh,  why,  this  is  Bawdy.houfe  ’  fafliion 
right,  the  Weljh  man’s  gone  to  tickle  my  Coufin  Sifs 
in  the  next  Room  too. 

Hotfp,  Ay  that’s  all  one,  Yu  all  to  promote  Trade 
you  know,  and  for  the  honour  of  the  City. 

Stock .  Oh  Confufion  to  the  City  and  all  Trade, 
if  this  be  the  Fruits  o(  wagering  and  ftock jobbing,  I  , 
have  no  Patience :  I’ll  go  to  my  Coufin  Touch-bole^ 
immediately ;  I’ll  have  a  dozen  Mufquets  at  leaft, 
Hotfp.  -Nay  Faith,  Stay  and  fee  all  now,  for  here's 
the  good  Wife  coming  through  the  Garden,  and 
here’s  the  Fop's  Cloak  and  Hat  left  as  opportunely 
to  difguife  thee,  as  if  we  had  contrived  it  3  here, 
here,  on  with  it  quickly  and  pra&ife  his  aflefled 
Gate,  I  warrant,  you  make  fome  ftrange  Difcovcry, 

[Stock,  puts  on  bis  Cloak  and  Hat • 
Stock*  Nay,  like  enough,  but  'Gad  I’ll  fend  hex 
home  again ;  if  I  do,  (he  (hall  Ship  for  Piccardy  with  . 
the  next  Wind— A  Cuckold,  'Oons  I  had  rather 
be  an  Elephant  by  half;  but  this  comes  of  fuccour* 
ing  French  Refugees,  with  a  Pox  to  ’em. 


Enter  Mrs.  Stockjobb  tcitb  Jewels. 


Mrs  .Stock.  Ah  dear  Monfieur,  I  beg  your  Pardon 
vid  all  min  Heart,  dat  I  Ray  fo  long,  but  now  I 
fpeakof  mine  Heart  dat  has  bin  vid  you  all  dis  while, 
and  I  only  ftay  to  take  de  Convenience  of  de  Fool 
my  Husband's  being  out  of  de  way,  to  bring  oft 
fome  fmall  trifies  of  Gold  and  Jewels,  which  are 
dedicate  to  de  Joy  of  my  Soul,  my  Hearts  Blood, 
my  Treafure,  [Gives  hint  the  Jewels. 

Stock .  Slap-da(h,  here's  a  French  Devil  for  ye,  and 
and  fo  forth,  *  [Aftde. 
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Mrs.  Stock ,  I’  am  fo  fatigu’d  vid  dat  Brute,  dat  I 
can  have  patience  no  longer,  and  derefore  come  to 
trow  my  felf  upon  you,  vid  whom  I  will  henceforth 
live  and  dye,  and  whom  I  will  follow  all  de  World 
over. 

Stock,  Why?  well  faid  Pogry ,  rarely  done,  Pogryt 
go  and  be  hang’d  Pogry ,  good  Proteftant-  Refugee, 
to  Piecardy  go,  but  the  Gold  and  jewels  fhall  ftay  in 
England^  ye  Jade.  [ Uncloaks • 

Mrs,  Stock.  Oh  Diable,  vat  dam  ‘misfortune  is 
this  ? 

Hotfp.  Nothing-,  nothing,  Madam,  I  know  your 
Intereft  with  Vicky,  will  turn  the  Scale  immediate¬ 
ly;  this  is  all  upon  the  fcore  of  Trade. 

Stock .  Oh  confound  all  Trade,  Burn  the  Exchange, 
Hang  up  all  Wagerers  and  Stockjobbers,  and  the 
Devil  take  all  Bufmefs,  out  of  my  doors,  ye  Whore  ; 
You  are  a  Proteftant,  are  ye  ?  ' 

^e- enter  T.  Romance. 

T%  Eom,  Gad  take  me,  I  had  like  to  hare  made 
a  damn’d  miftake  yonder,  for  inftead  of  Sophronia , 
who  lhould  I  meet  within  there,  bu  t  my  Father  and 
the  Heirefs,  whom  he  has  juft  ,  carried  to  his  own 
Houfe,  and  Commanded  me  to  follow— Hah, 
Dicky  !  how  do  ft  thou  ? 

Stock .  Why  Dicky  does  wond’rous  well,  Sir,  as 
well  as  a  Cuckold  can.  Sir,  that  had  rather  be  an  . 
Elephant,  there,  there’s  Pogry  too,  go,  go,  manage 
your  Trade  together,  lay  another  Brafs  Shilling  to 
a  Copper  one  ;  Stocijpb.  lay  Wagers  and  be  damn’d  j 
together, honeft’SquireTljo/^j,  but  Gad,pll  gp  to  my 
Coufin*  TouchMe  and  get  you  mawl’d,  Dogbolt ,  if 
J  ean,  for  all  that,  and  fo  farewell  t’ye.  [Exit, 

Hotfp.  So  now  you  may  launch  to  Piecardy  again, 
and  follow  your. old  Trade  of  Basketmaking,  Jilt; 

J  think  I  have  fpoil’d  your  Market  pretty  well  here 
for  your  part,  Coxcomb,  I’ll  go.  and  inform  your  Fa¬ 
ther  of  your  defign  upon  Sophronia,  that!  think  will 
do  your  bufmefs  too.  [Exit, 

‘  T,  J 
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T.  I(om.  ’Death  if  he  does  that,  I’m  undone  for 
ever,  I  muft  after  and  prevent  it.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Stock,  Ah  |  dear  Monfieur  wilbyou  leave  me 
then  ? 

T*  Epm.  Leave  thee,  ay,  Gad  if  thou  wert  a 
Cherubin,  and  I  think  that’s  a  Station  remote  e- 
nough  from  a  Frtnch  Refugee.  [Exit, T-  Rom. 

Mr s.  Stock,  Vasever  hopeful  Intrigue  fo  fpoii’d 
-  •— diable  muft  me  go  [Weeps]  to  France  agen  too, 
by  dis  hand  me  vill  deny  dat,  me  vill  Rob,  me  vill 
Pick  de  Pocket,  me  vill  drown,  me  vill  hang  before 
ever  me  leave  Sweet  Englandt  to  go  into  Franca  a- 
gen,  dat  is  certain.  [Exit  rouping* 

SCENE  IV. 

Cunnington  and  Quickv>it  Smoaking  at  a  Table,  with 

Bottles  of  Ale. 


>  • 

Cunning .  Come,  all  Malice  apart,  prithee  let’s  be 
grave  no  longer,  but  drown  Animofitics  in  the  bot« 
tom  of  the  Pitcher ;  thou’t  an  Ingenious  Fettour, 
and  I’ve  a  mind  to  be  reconciled  to  thee,  and  there¬ 
fore  contrived  to  meet  at  this  little  Cottage  out  of 
jfhe  way,  where  we  may  fpeak  our  minds  freely,— 
Come  give  me  thy  Hand,  Shall  we  be  friends? 

Quicky  Prithee,  Thou  canft  not  be  a  Friend  to  any 
Body. 

Cunning .  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  know  thou’rt  angry,  but 
•faith,  Tom ,  I  could  not  help  it,  thou  knoweft ’tis  na¬ 
tural  to  me  to  love  Mifchief. 

guick  Come  pull  away  then.  [ Drinks, 

Cunning.  Come  Faith  the  Heirefs’s health,  let’s  re¬ 
member  her  that  we  have  had  all  this  buftle  about  ; 
ye  witty  Rogue  you,  I’m  damnably  afraid  you’ll  get 
her  from  us  agen,  for  all  her  Guardian  has  her  fo 
faft. 


Quick, 


92  The  Richmond  Heirefs :  Or, 

Quick.  Very  well  Sir,  infult.  infult;  you  have  the 
Dice,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafe,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Gad 
I  fhould  lo!e  another  Brace  of  Fifties  if  thou 
fhould’ft,  but  I  think  l  may  venture  her  this  once. 

Quick.  Ay,  Pox  on  ye  fora  Witty  Rogue,  you 
have  the  better  of  me  clearly,  my  Brains  are  quite 
dullM. 

Cunn .  Then  not  to  banter  any  longer,  the  Match 
betwixt  young  Romance  and  her  is  made  up,  and  we 
are  to  have  a  Ball  atSir  Charles's  Houfe  immediate, 
ly  :  I  wait  here  for  fome  Mafquerading  Habits,  that 
1  have  Pent  a  Meflenger  to  borrow  at  Twickenham  *y 
there’s  to  be  a  little  Mafque  too  of  Pluto,  Orpheus, 
and  Euridiee ,  of  my  Compering',  and  rhe  Murick  of 
Mr.  Parcel's— — here’s  the  Defign,  I’ll  fhew  it  thee. 

Quick.  Ay,  hang  ye,  you  us’d  to  be  Ingenious 
enough  at  thefe  things. 

Enter  Numps. 

Numps.  There’s  a  Man  without,  with  a  Bundle, 
defires  to  fpeak  with  ye,  an’t  fhall  ple*fe  ye.  — - 

[To  Cur.nington 

Cun.  Oh  1  that’s  well,  ’tis  the  Fellow  with  the 
Habits,  I  mutt  go  and  take  ’em.  [£x/r. 

Numps .  Ah  Matter  Quickrcit,  Numps  was  a  damn’d 
fewer  part  for  me,  it  was  Adfowkers,  but  d’ye  hear, 
when  am  I  to  be  paid  for’t,  I  was  only  thraih’d. con¬ 
foundedly  for  a&ing  fo  well,— that’s  all  I  have  got 
yet. 

Quick .*  Why  now  the  happy  Minute’s  come  to 
make  amp’e  fatisfa&ion  to  us  both,  and  do  but  as  I 
advife  thee,  thou  (halt  get  thy  Twenty  Pounds  pre- 
fently,  and  Mr.  Frederick  fhall  have  the  Heirefs  into 
the  bargain. 

Numps .  Odfwowkers,  how  can  that  be.  Matter 

Quick-wit  ? 

Quick.  Do’ft  know  this  Fellow  that  went  out  ? 

Numps.  Not  I,  I  never  faw  him  in  my  1  fe.f/l 
#  Quick .  This  is  that  very  Rogue  that  betray’d  us  to 
Sir  Charles ,  and  the  Do&or,  that  procur’d  thy  beat¬ 
ing,  and  has  ever  fince  fruftrated  our  Plots  upon  the 
Heirefs.  Numps. 


A  Woman  once  in  the  Right. 

Numps.  *5bud,  my  Bones  ake  at  the  very  thought 
on’t;  oh  DogjVillain,  Is  this  he? 

Quick.  This  is  the  very  Rafcal,  who  is  now  gone 
out  tor  Tome  difguiies  to  make  fome  Dancing  Enter, 
tiinment  there  this  Evening;  nowit  thou  can'll  but 
get  two  or  three  of  thy  honeft  Neighbours  to  feize 
him,  I’ll  contrive  the  Heirefs  for  Frederick,  and  he 
fhall  have  the  Guineas  ready  for  thee. 

A lumps,  Adfwokers  Matter  Quickrvit,  I’ll  do  it  im¬ 
mediately,  tor  it  never  could  happen  in  a  better  time, 
for  l  have  three  our  four  Neighbours  here  drinking 
in  the  next  Room,  that  will  do't  for  Mr.  Frederick  as 
a  words  fpeaking.— — • 

jguick.  Away  then,  dear  Humps;  and  call  ’em  in* 

ftantly, - now  Fortune  favour  this  once,  and  be  my 

Goddefs  for  ever  after.  [Exit.  Numps. 

Re-enter  Cunnington  with  a  bundle , 

Cun.  Well,  prithee  tell  me  now,  how  do’ft  like  the 
contrivance,  you  mutt  know  lam  to  do  Tluio  my  felf* 

Quick  Nay,  thou  art  the  fitteft  Perfon  to  ad  the 
Devil,  of  any  one  I  know,  that  I’ll  fay  for  theet 

Cun,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  prithee  leave  offthy  frumps, thou 
can’ll  not  forgive  me  heartily  yet,  I  fee,  come  •faith, 
give  me  thy  Hand,l’il  contra&a  Friendfhip  with  thee. 

Quick .  Ay,  that’s  likely  to  prove  well,  why,  thou 
never  yet  could’lt  be  a  Friend  to  thy  felf,  much  lefsto 
any  one  elfe. 

Cun .  'Faith,  the  Heirefs  and  I  will  drink  thy  health 
prefently,  but  you  fhall  promife  me,  you  won't  get 
her  from  me  again,  you  witty  Rafcal  '■  ■-■■you  fhall, 
’faith,  Ha,  ha,  ha.*—— 

Enter  Numps,*  and  j  or  4.  Countrymen. 

Quick.  W’are  Catchpol’d  Joe - I’ll  promife 

notmng. 

Cun»  How  now,  ivhat  a  Devil's  the  matter  now  ? 

[  They  fei^e  hittU 

Numps.  Come,  Sir,  you  mutt  go  along  with  us. 

Cun *  With  you,  whither,  for  what— — ’Oons  are 
theMentnad? 

Quick • 
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Quick.  Alas  l  good  Sir,  why  <i*ye  pull  and  haul  tire 
Gentleman  fo,*D(hart,  what’s  the  matter  I  fay,  what 
have  l  done  ? 

i  Count.  What  has  he  done  Brother?  By  the 
)4askins  I  can’t  tell. 

Quick.  Tell  him  he  has  fpoke  Treasonable  words 
againft  the  Government. 

Numps.  Secure  him  as  a  Tray  tor,  he  has  fpoke 
vengeenable  words— —againft  the  Government. 
Cun.  Who  I, ’Dsdeath,  I? 

Omn .  Oh!  Rogue,  Villain,  has  he  (o,  we’ll  ham¬ 
per  ye.  *  V 

Quick.  A  Tray  tor,  nay  then  there  may  be  Trea- 
fon  in  ths  bundle  for  ought  1  know.  I’ll  fecure  that. 

[Takes  away  the  bundle. 
Cun.  ’Sbud  I  have  find  nothing,  ye  are  all  mad 
fure,  I  tell  ye  you  miftake  your  Man,— Brother, 
prithee  put  in  a  word  for  me. 

Quick .  No,  Brother,  no,  Treafon’s  a  dangerous 
thing,  I  dare  not  meddle  in’t. 

Numps .  Come,  come,  away  with  him  to  Mr.  Soakes 
the  Conftables,  and  then  let  him  deal  with  him. 
x  Count.  Ay,  ay,  away  with  him,  away  with  him. 
Quick .  Pray  remember  to  drink  my  Health  with 
the  Heirefs,  good  Brother. 

Count .  Away  with  him,  Gentlemen,  away  with 
hini|  Ha,  ha,  ha - 

Cun.  Ah!  Plague  upon  ye,  help,  help.  Murder. 

[They  haul  him  out • 

Quick.  So,  now  I’ll  to  Frederick  immediately - 

the  Dice  are 'now  on  my  fide - -  and  if  I  don’t 

thrive  now  by  my  Hand,  l  (hall  defpair  hereafter. 

LExiti 

SCENE  VUima.  * 

Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Guiacum.Hotfpur,  and  T.Rom. 

Hotfp.  You’ll  be  fure  to  keep  your  promife. 

%om.  Punctually,  keep  but  my  Counfel,  and  Five 
Hundred  Pounds  are  thine  at  the  day  of  Marriage. 

Hotfp. 
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'JZ'jtfp.  Well,  Sir,  upon  that  condition  my  Mouth 
is  fea I’d  up,  and  your  Father  fhall  know  nothing, 
but  if  you  abufe  my  truli,  Rilbp's  the  word,  you 
know  what  I  mean.  *  -1 

T.  Rom.  Well,  vs. ell ,  not  a  word  more,  this  plaguy 

hotheaded  Fellow, - ~ — may  dome  mifehief  now, 

but  when  I’m  once  Married,  I’ll  manage  him  as  I 

lee  occafion.-  - — *  [Jftde. 

Bdtfp .  Since  Frederick's  ill  fortune  has  made  him 
lofe  the  Heirefs,  ’tis  fome  part  of  Revenge,  to  make 
this  Fool  pay  foundly  for  it. 

Sir  Char.  Come,  Where  are  the  Mnftck  and  the 

Dancers, - ’Son  Tom,  why,  methinka,  thou  art 

lazy  in  the  bufmefs. 

T  Rom.  Mr.  Cunnington  is  not  come  yet,  Sir,  with 
the  Habits,  but  we  expert  him  every  Minute  ;  Gad 
take  me,  my  Head  runs  fo  much  upon  Sopbmuay  that 
I  can  get  nothing  e!fe  into’t  for  the  Heart  o’rae. 

Guiae.  Well,  lam  glad  to  fee  things  in  fo  good  a 
pofture  at  laft,  by  the  Life  of  G alien,  all  great  ad¬ 
vantages  are  acquired  with  great  trouble  - — - - 

fhe’s  an  Heirefs  and  Rich,  the  more  difficult  ftin  to 

be  obtain’d,  but . . —Patience  and  Induftry 

make  all  things  eafy  ^  l  forgive  her  trick  upon  me 
with  all  my  Heart,  and  (hall  be  well  pleas’d  to  Tope 
a  Bumper  at  her  Wedding. 

Sir  Char.  Oh  !  Mr.  Botfpur ,  y’are  welcom^i  I  fee 
my  Son  and  you  are  reconcil’d,  and  honourably,  I 
make  no  queftion,  therefore  fhall  be  glad  to  appear 
your  Friend. 

Boifp.  Friend,  Ay,  juft  as  the  Friendfhipof  the 
World  is,  he  cares  not  Three-pence  if  I  were  Stra- 
pado’d  ;  nor  I  Three-farthings  if  he  were  Hang’d.*^- 

Bpart. 

Enter  Shinkin,  and  Squeamifh  voitb  a  Paper. 

Sqaeam.  Oh  horrid  !  to  infringe  your  Word  an 
Honour,  is  a  bafenefs  not  proper  for  a  Gentleman, 
and  I’ll  difeover  it  to  your  Uncle,  as  I’m  a  Vir¬ 
gin. . -  ■  -■■■-■-  \jVeep3, 

K  Sbinkt 
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Sbink.  And  ’Gadfplut,  to  Marry  Wildcats,  and 
Harridans,  and  hur  knows  not  what,  is  like  Fools 
by  St.  Davy,  and  bur  will  difcover  that  too. 

Sir  Char-  How  now.  What's  the  matter,  Coufin 
2{ice  ?  What  is’t  occaftons  the  Lady’s  Tears. 

Squeam.  I’ll  tell  you,  Sir  Charles ,  tho*  I  confefs 
the  odious  Story  ought  to  be  conceal’d,  but  fince 
my  Honour  isxoncern’d,  it  muft  out. 

T.'Rom.  For  now  we  (hall  hear  a  IVelJh  Intrigue, *Gad 
Lake  me,  I  fhall  bring  a  new  method  on’t  by  degrees, 
in  all  the  Counties  about  England. 

Squeam.  You  all  know /  my  detection  of  Lam¬ 
poons,  and  the  care  I  have  always  taken,  to  prerent 
pem,  but  you  mult  know,  this  Gentleman,  having 
long  made  an  honourable  Addrefs  of  Love  to  me, 
upon  condition  that  he  defended  me  -again#  lcandal 
by  Marriage,  ~  at  laid  I  confented. 

Shr»k>  *Gadlplut  hur  only  talk'd  of  Marriages, 
look  you  to  keep  hur  from  fqueaking  and  fquawling, 
bur  intentions  were  quite  other  things  by  Cadwaj. 

T.  Rom.  Ay,  ay- - Madam,  to  my  knowledge, 

my  Coufin  Rice  hates  Marriage,  as  much  as  you  do 
a  Lampoon*  you  are  miftaken  in  ycur  Man— 
3Gad  take  me. 

Squeam.  The  more  reprobate  Perfon  he,  for  Hea- 
yen  knows,  Sit  Charles,  how  loth  I  was  to  Intrigue 
yyithan'y  Man,  and  to  that  puppoi'e,  have  often  ran 
up  into  my  Chamber,  got  into  dafk-Ciofets,  Cellars, 
Harders,  and  fuch  by. places,  where  I  thought  the 
mifehief  of  Man  could  not  overtake  me,  as  I’m  a 
.Virgin. 

T.  Rom.  Where  you  thought  the  mifehief  of  Man 
would  fooneft  overtake  ye,  as  Fm  a  Virgin. 

Sir  Char.  Son  Tow,  Tace,  proceed  Madam. 

Squeam,  But  in  fpite  of  all  my  Intiu-ftry,  this  wild 
IFelfb  Creature  has  ftill  found  me  out,  2nd  has  pub- 
lifh  d  himfelf  and  me,  in  fo  particular  a  manner, 
that  here  I  am  in  a  Lampoon  again,  and  in  fo  filthy 
a  Stile,  that  I  vow  I’m  afbam’d  to  read  it,  IjPeefs. 


Sbinh 
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Sbink,  What  fignifies  running  into  Clofets,  and 
Cellars,  and  Larders,  was  not  all  hur  Doors  left 
open,  can  hur  deny  that  ? 

Squeam.  Alas/  I  had  not  prefence  of  mind  enough 
to  fhut  the  Door  upon  him,  this  is  my  deplorable 
caff,  Sir  Charles,  and  if  he  does  not  Marry  me,  ,1 
mu  it  never  fhew  my  Face  in  the  World  again,  I  am 
utterly  undone,  as  I’m  a  Virgin. 

Shink.  Hur  has  been  as  much  undone;  look  you 
in  Cellars,  and  Clofets,  fery  often  before  Sbinkin9 s 
found  hur  there,  as  report  goes,  and  to  pe  prief, 
hur  (han’t  mary  Harridansand  Wildcats,  and  there's, 
the  refolution  of  a  true  Pritainy  look  you. 

[ 'Exit  Shin  kin. 

Squeam.  Never  particular  with  any  Ferfon,  hnce 
I  was  born  before,  as  I’m  a  Virgin. 

Sec  Char.  Well,  well,  go  after  atld  teize  him,  this 
Bufinefs  muft  be  debated  at  a  more  convenient 
Hour  ;  for  1  fee  the  Entertainment  is  going  .forward, 

here  comes  my  Daughter,* — - Now  lew  mind 

your  Bufinefs...  [£?J:  Sy-HktiB* 

Enter  Fulvia.  and  Sophrcr.ia* 

Fulvia.  Coulln,  no  more,  the  proofs  are  clear  and 
manifeft,  and  as  you  relifh  my  proceedings,  fecond 
me. 

Soph.  Againft  the  World,  in  filch  a  generous 
A&ion. 

Enter  Mummers,  and  Sir  Quibble,  difguidd 
among  ft  'em, 

Guiic.  Prav,  What  are  thefe,  Sir  Charles? 

Sir  Char,  Oh,  thefe  are  Mummers ,  feme  of  the 
Young  Fry  of  the  Neighbourhood,  that  having  a 
frolick  this  Evening,  defire  to  give  us  a  (hare  on*t  ; 
the  Subje£t  is,  the  Stealing  an  Heirefs,  and  the 
Figures  are  Love,  Defire,  Youth,  and  Avarice, 

K  2  that 
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that  all  court  the  Lady  ?t ‘cunia%  the  dehgn  is 
pretty  enough,  come  let  'em  begin. 

They  Dance * 

SONG  here. 

Then  enter  Frederck,  and  Quickwit,  difguis'd  like 
Pluto  and  Orpheus,  Manual et  following. 

G ulac.  Here’s  more.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Sir  Char .  Oh  ‘  this  is  Cunnin£t<m*$  contrivance,  a 
little  Mafque  of  Pluto,  Orpheus,  and  Ear i dice,  pray 
let’s  obferve. 

Alarm.  They  deiire  to  praftife  with  Earidice  a 
little  in  the  next  Room,  and  then  you  (lull  fee 
’em  do  it  perfeftlf.  Come,  Madam,  this  is  the 
rarefr  contrivance  to  tfcane  that  ever  you  had, 

[Aide  to  i  ulvia, 

[Frederick  takes  one  ef  Fulvia’j  Hands,  Quickwi: 

%he  other,  and  as  they  are  leading  her  ojjjke  turns  back. 

lulvla ,  Hold,  hold,  are  ye  mad  ?  Why,  Sir  Cka'Us, 
2nd  you  ’Squire  Small-brains,  you  will  not  fuffer  me 
to  be -carried  olF  thus  befoie  your  Faces,  Will  ye  ? 

Sir  char,  Hut  into  the  next  Room  to  praclife  a 
little,  Madam. 

T  gom.  You  are  to  a£h  Fur  I  dice,  you  know, Madam, 
and  they  will  only  fee  if  you  are'pcrfcft  in  your  cue  *, 
Mr.  Cunning  ton  there,  has  Ihcwn  me  the  whole  de- 
figru 

Ftihia.  And  M r.Quickrvit,  the  witty  Player  here, 
has  (hewn  it  me,  Sir,  Come,  Pluto,  you  muff  un¬ 
mask.  [Unmasks  Quick wir, 

Quid.  ’Dsdeath,  Madam,  what  d’ye  mean,  you 
won’t  difeover  us,  and  undo  all  t 

Eul via.  Yes  faith,  Sir,  I’ve  a  fancy  in  my  Head, 
that  *tis  net  lucky  to  be  Stolen  to  Day,  therefore 
yeu  Orpheus,  otherwife  call’d  Frederick  the  Conflant, 
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you  muft  uncover  too,  your  Tinging  will  hardly  get 
ye  a  Miftrifs  to  Night,  I  can  allure  ye. 

Fred .  She  difcovers  us— —Death  and  Confufion  ! 
What  new  turn’s  this  ? 

Soph*  Methinks,  'Kir.  Heirefs  dealer,  you  look 
very  blank  o’th*  fudden. 

Fred.  Ay,  ’tis  fo< - —this  is  the  Female  Devil 

that  has  done  me  this  admirable  -good  turn,  I  find  it 
now,  and  my  difgrace  approaching  ;  Oh  !  damn’d  2' 
damn’d  Fortune! 

Fuhiiz .  What  think  ye  now,  Sir  Charles?  am  I  not 
very  juft  to  my  Guardian? 

Sir  Char.  This  is  fuch  an  affront,  as  nothing  but 
my  Sword  can  do  me  juftice  in.  [Dram* 

T.  Rom,  ’Gad  take  me,  the  Devil’s  in  ’em  for 
plotting,  I  think  ;  Will  they  never  let  us  alone  ? 

Guiae.  ‘That  Devil  Ouickwit  in  the  Plot  agen  1  £ 
hope  you  you  11  give  him  one  good  thruft  tor  my 
fake. 

Fulvia .  Nay,  no  fighting,  good  /.SVVQyibblee^ 
Gentlemen:  Well ,  well,  $  r,  1  un*  '  deavours  to  pull 
dcrfland  ye,  buc  you  are  fo  hafty—  )ber  afide,  and* 
[To  Sir  Quibble^]  Look  y\  Sir  jbe  refufes 
Charles.  here’s  another  part  of  the  Jeft  remains  frill, 
which  this  Gentleman  Mummer  is  wittily  concerned 
in  too,  who  having  no  ill  Opinion  of  himfclf,  and 
confequently  believing  I  had  a  very  good  one  of 
him  Cent  me  o>ord  he  was  bail’d,  and  his  prefent 
defigning  of  Mumming,  bribing  Tome  of  his  Te¬ 
nants  to  aft  it,  and  help  carry  me  off;  and  is  really, 
and  in  fpecie,  the  very  numerical  and  amorous 
Knight,  Sir  j Quibble  Quere. 

Guiae.  Sir  Quibble  Quere  too?  Why,  here  are  all 
the  Fools  in  the  Nation  fure  concern’d  in  this 
Plot. 

Sir  guib.  ’Dfheart,  why  will  vou  difeover  rne  now, 
Madam  .  1*11  fay’c,  ’twas  the  pure  ft  Delign  that  ever 
was  laid,  but  1  hope  you’ll  Marry  me  for  all  this, 
for  you  know  I  have  laid  out  a  power  or  Money 
upon%  and  have  now  a  Coach  and  fix  Hor.&s  ready 
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H  the  Garden.Gate  for  ye,  1*11  fay’t,  you  ought  to 
confider  new.  Madam  ;  what  a  dickins,  Lonlciencc 
is  Confcience,  all  the  World  over. 

Fulvia,  Learnedly  argued,  Sir  Qidbble^ and  you  (hail 
fee  what  Juftice  1*11  do  you  all  prefently;  fir  ft  you. 
Sir,  that  through  the  [To  Fred  ']  bafenefs  of  your 
fordid  Nature,  and  mercenary  thirft  of  Gain,  abus’d 
me,  take  that  as  a  reward  for  your  Ingratitude,  and 
my  Eternal  hatred  for  the  future.  [Gives  him 

his  premise  of  Marriage  to  Sophronia. 

Fred,  My  Contra#  of  Marriage  to  SopkroniaJ. — — 
This  is  the  Thunder  bolt  I  always  dreaded,  and  *tis 
falfn  with  a  Vengeance. 

Fulviai  Read  there,  a  hafe  Deceiver’s  Charafier, 
and  for  thy  fake  may  never  generous  Maid  truft 
thy  falfe  Sex  to  be  again  betray’d. 

Soph,  Iaftead  of  Heireffes,  and  blooming  Brides, 
with  Fifty  Thoufand  Pounds,  Stick  to  your  old  DqA  * 
Commons  of  the  Town,  * 

And  cater  as  you  us’d  for  half  a  Crown,  f  Scornfully, 

Fred.  Peace,  V  itch,  Fury,  now  could  1  eat  that 
Satyrical  Devil  without  Salt  for  my  Brcakfaft , 
Torture  and  Death  !  to  ftay  here  too,  and  be  baited,’ 
is  werfe  than  breaking  upon  the  Wheel !— ——Hell 
take  all  Heireffb,  and  all  the  Sex  be  Tides.  [Tx.Fred. 

Sir Quib.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  alas  poor  Brother/  I  fee 
now  I  am  to  be  the  happy  Man. 

Fulvia ,  Troth  no.  Sir,  I  mu  ft  beg  your  pardon 

too - —your  Eftate  is  wafted  with  disburfmg  Sums 

to  go  a  Fortune.-hunting  ;  nor  have  you  Brains  e- 
nough  to  get  another,  and  to  Marry  a  Ninny,  a 
Bankrupt,  no,  as  you  us'd  to  fay.  Sir,  I  a’n’t  fuch  a 
Fool  neither. 

T,  J{om.  You  may  fend  home  your  Coach,  Sir 
Quibble ,  you  will  have  no  ufe  for  it  here,  Gad  take 
me. 

Sir  Q*rb.  Why  then,  a  Plague  of  all  Intrigues.: 

I’ll  go  and  yet  drunk,  and  defpife  all  Womankind, 
for  I’ll  fi'y’t,  I’ll  ne’er  hang  my  fclf  about  the  matter,, 
but  I’ll  hare  my  Money  again  if  there  be  Law  in 

England, 
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England,  let  the  Women  go  to  the  Devil,  I’ll  not 
be  chous’d  out  of  that;  what  a  Pox,  l  a’n’t  fiich  a 
Fool  neither.  [Exit  Sir  Quibble. 

Fulvia .  Ha*  ha,  ha,' - Thus  far,  Sir  Charles , 

you  fee  how  far  [  have  difcharg’d  your  Truft,  dove 
refolve  therefore  to  deliver  up  your  Guard ianfhip 
freely,  that  [  may  have  generous  liberty  to  purfuo 
my  Inclinations. 

Sir  Char,  Madam,  with  all  my  heart,  before  this 
Company  \  declare  you  free  to  chufe  a  new  Guar-- 
dian  where  you  pleafe,  and  to  confirm  it  take  there 
the  Keys  where  all  your  Writings  are,and  the  Power 

left  me  by  your  Father,- - 1  fee  fhe  intends. t© 

give  her  felt  generoufiy  to  my  Son,  and  therefor© 
to  confine  her.  were  ungenerous. 

\  El  fide  to  the  Dodorl 

Guizc.  There  ftands  the  Gentleman,  Madam,  if 
you  def.gn  him  happy,  the  quicker  work  the 
better. 

Fulvia,  That  might  have  been  done,  indeed, 
Do&or,  to.  oblige  Sir  Charles,,  but  the  Gentleman 
you  fpeak  of,  has  made  a  better  choice,  as  this  can 
witnefs.  [Gives  Sir  Charles  a  Letter . 

Sir  char.  How’s  this!  a  Letter  of  Courtfnip  t® 
Sophronia  / 

Fulvia .  Oh  !  and  fo  full  of  Pafiion,  Flame,  and 
Darts,  that  it  almoft  fcorch’d  me  when  I  read  it. 

Sir  Char,  Oh  Vi  lain!  Dolt!  Town-Fop/  have  I 
been  racking  my  Brains  all  this  while  to  get  an 
Heirefs  to  thy  purpofe  !  What’s  the  meaning  of  thi3. 
Sirrah  ? 

T.  Kom,  Why  the  meaning  is,  that  I  love  all  the 
Sex,  Gad  take  me,  and  can  no  more  confine  my 
felf  to  one  Woman,  than  to  one  Suit  of  t  Ioaths ; 
if  you  don’t  like  the  humour  you  might  have  got 
me  a  better,  that’s  all  I  know  of  the  matter.. 

Sir  Char .  Infupportabie  Coxcomb  !  I'll  diimherit 
thee  immediately. 

G  uiac,  More  turns  and  Plots,  this  is  a  very  Co¬ 
medy  by  the  life  of  GalUn^ 
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tiotfp.  So,  I  find  [  am  like  to  Cudgel  my  five  hun¬ 
dred  Pounds  our  of  my  Spark,  for  the  Devil  a  penny 
he’s  like  to  get  by  the  Heirefs..—  but  ftay,  who 

the  Devil  will  Ihe  chufe, - -  if  I  (hould  be  the 

!Man  at  la  ft. 

Fulvia.  Since  fuch  a  general  defeft  of honefty  cor. 
ruptsthe  Age,  1*11  no  more  truft  Mankind,  but  lay 
my  Fortune  out  upon  my  felf,  and  flourifh  in  con¬ 
tempt  of  humane  Falfhood  :  As  for  thy  part  that 
haft  been  a  main  A&or  in  this  Bufinefs,  and  with 
contriving  Wit  well  manag'd  it,  to  let  thee  fee  th’ 
Ingenious  ftill  gets  Friends,  I  will  with  Gold  re¬ 
ward  thy  Induftry,  nor  fhal  1  honeft  Nuwps,  nay, 
nor  your  Comrade,  be  either  of  them  forgetten,-  — 
but  be  inftantly  brought  hither,  and  (hare  a  part  of 
my  Bounty.  [To  Quick  wit; 

Quick.  ’Tis  my  Glory.  Madam,  to  be  outwitted 
by  you,  and  if  my  Brain  did  any  thing  uncommon, 
it  was  by  you  infpir*d. 

Alarm,  Well  fince  Fortune  has  contriv’d  the 
bufinefs.  fo  I  hope,  Sir,  you  think  it  time  to  re¬ 
member  me. 

Quick.  Oh,  prithee,  dear  venerability,  have  pa¬ 
tience  a  little,  thou  feeft  all  the  Marriages  are 
fruffrated  at  prefent,  and  ’tis  not  fit  we  fhould  be 
lingular,  my  dear  Antiquity. 

Alarm.,  Alas,  fweet  Sir,  but  delays,  you  know,  are 
dangerous,  and  if  I  fhould  be  balk’d  in  my  Expecta¬ 
tion,  my  Heart  is  fo  fet  upon’t  that  I  fhould  ani- 
Eilate  that  very  moment,  I  fhould  dye,  as  I’m  a 
Chriftian. 

Fulviit'  Well,  Coufin,  what  think  ye  now  of  my 
Refolution,  have  I  not  done  Juftice? 

Soph.  Moft  generous  Maid,  thou  art  a  dear  Ex¬ 
ample  for  all  thy  Sex  to  copy  out  thy  Virtue,  for 
that  a  kind  and  tender  Heart  like  thine,  moulded 
for  Love,  and  foftned  with  Endearments  fhould 
generoufly  on  the  account  of  Honour,  refift  a  Tray- 
tor,  that  with  ftrong  Enchantments  of  Vo*s  and 
Oaths,  had  long  time  made  Impreftion,  is -a  per¬ 
formance 
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formance  heigh  tned  to  a  wonder,  2nd  will  be  re¬ 
verenc’d  in  fucceeding  Ages. 

Tuhta .  My  Eyes  in  contradiction  to  the  World, 
have  ever  (/corning  Intereft)  fix’d  on  Merit,  and 
led  by  Love  and  Generous  Inclination,  have  ftrove 
to  make  chat  Sentiment  appear  by  a  free  prefent 
;  of  my  Heart  and  Fortune  to  one  I  thought  as  nobly 
had  deferv’d  ’em.  But,  Oh  !  tke  Race  of* Men  are 
all  Deceivers,  and  my  relief  is,  tny  refoive  to  (him 
’em  5  *tL,  my  dear  Friend,  as  thou  haft  lately  told 
me,  which  for  Inftruftion  I  will  ft  ill  repeat/ 

Love  nuy  fee m  great.  that  In  it  Jelj  ft  [wall , 

Looks  cover  Thoughts,  and  Inter  oft  governs  all ; 
When  Damon  to  in  l leirefs  /peaks  kind,  things , 

*Th  not  for  what  Re  is)  but  what  fhe  brings. 

[Exeunt* 
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OF  all  the  Criticks  met  to  judge  this  Flay, 

The  Fortune-Hunters  mo  ft  are  fear’d  to 

( day  j 

Who  muft  be  vex’d  that  they’ve  a  Brother  found 
So  odly  balk’d  of  Fifty  Thoufand  Found: 

And  1  confefs  they  have  fome  caufe  to  rage , 

The  Spark  has  loft  a  tempting  Equipage  \ 

A  Coach,  a  let  of  Barbs ,  fuch  dazzling  things , 
Hay^  fix  lac’d  Footmen  finer  than  the  King  s\ 

Bf  ades  a  fi  ne  bred  Adifs  embroider’d  rounds 
With  a  Rump  Crcfhet  worth  Five  Hundred  Pound * 
Thefe  Gems  to  lofe  of  deep  concern  muft  be  } 

But  yet  confidering  the  equality , 

How  oft  ye  chouce  poor  Women ,  is’t  not  fit  * 
Once  in  an  Age  the  Biter  Jhould  be  bit  j 
To  be  fo  often  foul’d  J  think  is  civil y 
But  to  be  Changelings  always  is  the  Devil. 
Befidesj  the  truth  is ,  we  find  out  your  Arts , 
Dove  guilds  your  Tongues ,  but  Money  ? aides 

(your  Hearts  j 

In  Songs  you  t  erm  our  Faces  Charming  fair  \  ^ 
But  ’tis  the  gilt  Charming  face  our 'Gold  does  r 
That  treats  us  with  yourPoetry  and  Air  .(bear , 

If  ({he  s  a  fwinging  Fortune  be  the  cry ) 
i  hen Gad  there’s  no  fuch  A 'age  l  in  the  Sky  : 

But 
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But  Jhoxld  Small  Pox  or  Poverty  invade ,  ~ 

Then,  who  would  vifit  fuch  a  Polecat  Jade ,  ^ 

jind  Plague  upon  her  is  your  Serenade .  ) 

Of  moderate  Worthy  or  W ealth  you'll  ne'er  allow j 
She  mufi  be  frill  the  Eagle  or  the  Crow  : 

■  This  Theam  occaftons  our  new  Scenes  to  Night 9 
"  To  Jhew  a  Woman  once  was  in  the  right  : 

The  Satyr  s  gentle-,  and ,  I  think-,  ’ tis  new9 
^ ind  only  meant  to  teach  ye  to  be  true . 

Ton  fhould  with  patience  bear  the  healing  fmartf 
Kifs  the  kind  Rod ,  and  take  it  in  good  part  j 
Rut  if  you  [well-,  and  Jhew  a  Jlubborn  Hearty 
Jf  in  your  Breafts  ungrateful  Pajfions  fway9 
find  you  jhall  rail  at  me^  and  at  the  Play9 
May  then  this  dire  Revenge  pur fue ye  round 
May  each  one  that  hoe  fuch  an  Heirefs  found 
Lofe  her  at  lafl9  and  Fifty  Thoufand  Pound . 
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